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ADVERTISEMENT. 


| HE Admirers of Shakeſpear muſt not 

take it ill that there are ſome Scenes, 
and conſequently many fine Paſſages, omitted 
in this Edition of Cy MBELINE. It was 
impoſſible to retain more of the Play and 
bring it within the Compaſs of a Night's 
Entertainment. The chief Alterations are in 
the Diviſion of the Acts, in the Shortning * 
many parts of the Original, and tranſpoſing 
ſome Scenes. As the Play has met with ſo 
favourable a Reception from the Publick, it 
is hop'd that the Alterations have not been 
made with great Impropriety. 


N. B. The Scene printed in 7/alics in the fifth 
Act was omitted in the Repreſentation 
after the firſt Night, but it is thought 
proper to print it. 


Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M EE N. 


2 King of Britain. Myr. Davies. 

loten, Sox to 125 a former . 

Huſband. fe Mr. King. 

Leonatus Poſthumus, a Gentleman in a 
Love with the Princeſs, and privately > Mr. Garrick, 
married to her. 


Guiderius, | Dies oder the Name: | Mr, Obrian. 


5 Polidore and Cadwal, | 
Arvuagus, —— zo Bellarius, J M. Palmer. 
Bellarius, a b Lord, diſgui: d under .. Savant 
. 

ario, an Italian, Friend to 

hames. Mr. Kennedy. 
Iachimo, Friend it Philario, My, Holland, 
Caius Lucius, Ambayader from Rome, Ir. Branſby. 
Piſanio, Servant to Polthumus. - My, Packer. 


A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. J, Seraſe. 
Cornelius, + Ds, Servant tothe Queen. My, Burton. 


Tevo Gentlemen, | ; =_ — mn 


: 


W O M E N. 


Deen, Wife 10 Cymbeline. Mrs. Bennet. 
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline 5 * Maß Bride. 


Former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. Miss Hippiſley. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Captains, Sol- 
. diers, Me Merker,, and other Attendants. 


Des CEN E, parih in Rome; partly in Britain. 


C Y M. 


CY MBE NYE 
ACTI SCENE L 
. SCENE, 4 Pala. 
Enter Piſanio and a Gentleman. 


—_— — 8 


PI SANO. 


O U do not meet a Man but frowns. Our Looks 
0 No more obey the Hearts than our Courtiers p. 
But ſeem, as does the King's. 
Gent. But what's the matter ? 
Pi/. Are you ſo freſh. a Stranger to aſk that, 
His Daughter, and the heir of's Kingdom (whom 
He purpos'd to his Wife's ſole Son, a Widow 
That late he married) hath referr'd herſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, 
Her Huſband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all 
Is outward Sorrow, though I think the King 
Be touch'd at very Heart. 
Gent, None but the King ? 
P:/. There is not a Courtier, 
Although they wear their Faces to the bent 
Of the King's Looks, hath a Heart, that is not. 
Glad at the thing he ſcoul at. | 
Cent. And why ſo? 


a4 | Pif. 


As to feek through the Regions 'of the Earth 
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Piſ. He that hath miſs'd the Princeſs, is a thing 
Too bad for bad Report: And he that hath her, 
(I mean that marry'd her,) is a Creature, ſuch, 


Tor one, his like; there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. | 
Cent, His Name and birth ? 
. That I can well inform you, having liv'd 
A faithful Servant in the Family, 
His Father was'S:c:/its, who ſerv'd 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan, 
And gain'd the Sur- addition Leonatus. 
He had, beſides this Gentleman in queſtion, 
'Two other Sons, who in the Wars o' th' time 
Dy'd with their Swords in Hand. For which their Father, 
Then old, and fond of Iſſue, took ſuch Sorrow 
That he quit Being, and his gentle Lady 
Big of this Gentleman, our Theam, deceas'd, 
As he was born, The King; he takes the Babe 
To his Protection, calls him Pofthumus ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Pats to him all the Learnings that his Time 
Could make him the Receiver of, which he took 
As we do Air, faſt as *twas miniſtred, 
His Spring became a Harveſt : he liv'd in Court, 
Which rare it is to do, . moſt prais'd, - moſt lov'd, 
A Sample to the youngeſt ; to th? more Mature, 
A Glaſs that featur'd them; and to the Graver, 
A Child that guided Dotards. 
Gent. I honour him, even out of your report. 
But to my Miſtreſs, is ſhe the ſole Child to the King? 
Pi/. His only Child. 50 , 
He had two. Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three Years old, 
Ith' ſwathing Cloaths the other, from their Nurſery 
Were ſtol'n, and to this Hour, no gueſs in Knowledge 
Which way they went. 
Gem. How long is this ago? 
Pi/. Some twenty Years. | | 
Gent. That a King's Children ſhould be ſo — 
| 5 ® 
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So ſlackly Guarded, and the Search fo flow 
That could not trace them 
Pi/. Howloe'er *tis ſtrange, 
Or that the Negligence may well be laugh'd at, 
Yet is it true, Sir. | 
Sent. I do well believe you. 
Pi/. Here comes my Lord, | 
| The Queen, and Princeſs, you muſt forbear. 
7 Enter the Queen, Poſthumus, Imogen, and Attendants. 
a Queen. No, be aſſur'd you ſhall not find my Daughter, 
* Aſter the Slander of moſt Step-Mothers, 
Ill-ey'd unto you: You're my Priſoner, but 
Your Goaler ſhall deliver you the Keys, 
That lock up your Reſtraint. For you, good Poſthumus, 
So ſoon as I can win th' offended King, 
I will be known your Advocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and *twere good 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wiſdom may inform you. * 
Poſt. Pleaſe your Highneſs, | 
I will from hence to Day. | 
Queen. You know the Peril: 
I'll fetch a turn about the Garden, pitying | 
The Pangs of barr'd Affections, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. [ Exit. 
Imo. Diſſembling Courteſy! How fine this Tyrgnt 
Can tickle where the wounds! My deareſt Husband, 
| You muſt be gone, 
And I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry Eyes: Not comforted to live, 
But that there is this Jewel in the World, 
That I may fee again. | 
Pa. My Queen! my Miſtreſs ! 
O Lady, weep no more, left I give cauſe 
To be ſaſpeRed of more Tenderneſs 
Than doth become a Man, I will remain 
The loyal, Huſband, that did e'er plight Troth, 
My Reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's, 
My to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Known but by Letter; thither write, my Love, 
A 5 * 
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And with mine Eyes Plt drink the Words you ſend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall, | N 
Enter Quern. 
een. Be brief, I pray you; 

If the King come, I ſhali incur I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure—yet I'll move him [ Aae. 
To walk this way ; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my Injuries, to be Friends, 

Pays dear for my Offences. [ Exit. 
Peft. Should we be taking leave, 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The lothneſs to depart would grow; Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, ſtay a little: 

Were you 2 riding forth to Air yourſelf 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, my Love, 
This Diamond was my Mother's; take it, Heart, 
But keep it *till you woo another Wife, 

When Imogen is dead, 
„ 3 how ? Another ! 
You gentle Gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my Embracements from a next 
With Bonds of Death. Remain, remain thou here 

| [ Putting on the Ring. 
While Senſe can keep thee on : And ſweeteſt, fair 
As I, my poor ſelf, did exchange for you 
To your ſo infinite loſs : So in our Trifles 
I ſtill win of yqu. For my ſake wear this, 
It is a Manacle of Love; I'll place it 
[Putting @ Bracelet on her Arm. 
Upon this faireſt Priſoner, 
Imo. O the Gods! 
When ſhall we meet again? - 
Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 

Pot. Alack, the King! 

Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid, hence, from my Sight: 
Tf after this Command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt. Away! 
Thou'rt Poiſon to my Blood. 

Po. The Gods protect you, | | 
Ard bleſs the good Remainders of the Court: , 
Jam gone. [Fæit. 
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Ino. There cannot be a pinch in Death 
* More ſharp than this is. 2 
Piſanio, go ſee your Lord on board. [Exit Piſanid. 
Cym. O diſloyal thing, 
That ſhould'ſt repair my Vouth, thou heap'ſt 
A Var' age on me. 
Ino. I beſeech you, Sir, 
Harm not yourſelf with your Vexation, 
I am ſenſeleſs of your Wrath ; a touch more rare | 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears. | 
m. That might'ſt have had the ſole Son of my Queen. | 
Imo. O bleſt that I might not: | 
Cym. Thou took'ſt a Beggar, would'ſt have made 
A Seat for Baſeneſs. [my Throne 
Imo. No, I rather added 
A Luſtre to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Ino. Sir, 
It is your fault that J have lov'd Pofthumns : 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and ke is 
A Man, worth any Woman; over-buys me 
Almoſt the Sum he pays. ; 
Jm. What ? art thou mad? 
Imo. Almoſt, Sir; Heav*n reſtore me: would I were 
A Neat-herd's Daughter, and my Poſthumus 
Our Neighbour-Shepherd's Son. 
Enter Queen. 
Im. Thou fooliſh thing; 
They were again together, you have done 
Not after our Command. Away wich her, 
And pen her up. | 
Nueen. Beleech your Patience; Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace, Sweet Sovereign, 
Make yourſelf ſome Comfort 
Out of your beſt Advice. 
Cym, Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of Blood a Day, and being aged 
Die of this Folly. [ Exit. 
Queen, Fy, fy, you muſt give way—here is Pi/anio. 
Enter Piſanio. 
Your faithful Servant, and I dare lay mine W 
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He will remain ſo. 
Piſ. J humbly thank your HighneGs, [ Exit — 
Imo. Well good Piſanioz. | 
Thou ſaw'ſt thy Lord on board; what was the laſt 

That he ſpake to thee. 

Pi. Twas his lovely Princeſs, 

Imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchief ? 

Pif. And kiſs'd it, Madam. 

Imo. Senſeleſs Linen, happier therein chan Ts 
And that was all? 

Piſ. No, Madam; for ſo long 
As he could make me with this Eye or Ear, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fit and ſtirs of's Mind 
Could beſt expreſs how flow his Soul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his Ship. | 
Ino. Thou ſhouldſt have made him 

As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere left 
To after eye him. 

Piſ. Madam, fo I did 

Iro. I would have broke mine Eye-itrings ; 
Crack'd them but to look upon him; till the Diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my Needle; 
Nay, followed him, 'till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a Gnat, to Air; and then 
Then turn'd mine Eye, and wept. But, good Piſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him ? 

Pif. Be aſſur d, Madam, 

With his next Vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay ; Ere I could tell him 
How I would think on him at certain Hours, 

Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 
The She's of Italy ſhould not betray 

Mine Intereſt, in his Honour; or have charg'd him 
At the ſixth Hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, 
T'encounter me with Oraiſons, (for then 

T am in Hea v'n for him;) or ere I could 
Give him that parting Kiſs, which 1 had ſet 


Betwixt 
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Betwixt two charming Words, comes in my Father, 
And like the- tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. See the Coen. 
Thoſe things I bid you do, get them diſpatch'd. f Exeurr. . | 
Enter Queen and Cornelius, with a Phiol. | 
Queen. Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe | 
Drugs ? ] 
Cor. Pleaſeth your Highneſs, ay; | | 
But I beſeech your Grace, without Offence . 
My Conſcience bids me aſk, wherefore you have | 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds ? 
Quern. I wonder, Doctor, 
Thou aſk'ſt me ſuch a Queſtion ; have I not been 
Thy Pupil long ? 1 will but try the Force | 
And Vigour of thy Compounds, and apply 
Allayments to their Act; and by them gather 
Their Virtues and Effects. 
Enter Piſanio. 
Here comes a flatt'ring Raſcal ; Upon him [Alar. 
Will I. firſt work. He's for his Maſter's ſake 
An Enemy to my Son. A ly and conſtant Knave, | 
Not to be ſhak'd ; the Agent for his Maſter, f 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The Hand faſt to her Lord. How now, Piſanio? 
Doctor, your Service for this time is ended. 


Cor. I do ſuſpect you, Madam. 0 [Alaat. 
But you ſhall do no harm. | 
Queen. Hark thee a Word. | [To Piſanio. 


Cor. I will not truſt one of her Malice, with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe has 
Will ſtupify and dull the Senſe a while, 
But there is no Danger in that ſhew of Death, 
More than the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She 1s fool'd 
With a moſt falſe Effect; and I the truer, 


So to be falſe with her. Ert. | 
Deen. Weeps ſhe ſtill, ſay'ſ thou? Doſt thou think in | 
time | 


She will not quench, and let Inſtructions enter | 
Where Folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work; 1 | 
When 
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When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 
I'II tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Maſter; greater ; for 
His Fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his Name 
Is at laft Gaſp; and what ſhalt thou expect 
To be depender on a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built, and has no Friends 
So much, as but to prop him? thou takeſt up 
| 5 [ Piſanio looking on the Phial. 
Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy Labour, 
It is a thing I make, which hath the King | 
Five times redeem'd from Death; I do not know 
What is more Cordial. Nay, I pr'ythee take it, 
It 1s an earneſt of a farther good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy Miſtreſs how 
The Caſe flands with her ; do't as from thyſelf ; 
I'll move the King 
To any Shape of thy Preferment, ſuch 
As thou'lt deſire: Think on my Words, —— 
I have given him that, | ; [ Afede, 
Which, if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet ; and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her Humour, ſhall be aſſur'd 
To taſte of too. Fare thee well, Piſanio. | 
Think on my Words. [ Exit Queen. 
Pi/. And ſhall do; 
But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue, 
III choak myſelf ; there's all III do for you. 
By this he is at Rome, and good Philario, 
With open arms, and grateful Heart, receives 
His Friend's reflected Image in his Son, 
Old Leonatus in young Poſthumus .: 
Sweet Imogen, what thou endur'ſt the while, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd ; 
A Mother hourly coining Plots; a Wooer, 
More hateful than the foul Expulſion is 
Of thy dear Huſband Heaven keep unſhaken 


That Temple, thy fair Mind, that thou may'ſt ſtand 
T'enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord, and this great Land, [ Exit. 


SCENE 


« ; CS | 
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SCENE II. Philario's Houſe in Rome. 


Philario, Iachimo, and a Frenchman, af a Banquet. 


Tach. Believe it, Sir, I have ſeen him in Britain; and 
he was then but creſcent, not expected to prove ſo 
worthy, as ſince he has been allowed the N ame of- 
But I could then have look'd on him, without the help 
of Admiration, though the Catalogue of his Endow- 
ments. had been tabled by his Side, and I to peruſe 
Aim by Items. 

Phil, You ſpeak of him when he was leſs ſurniſh'd 
than now he is. 

French. J have ſeen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, with as firm Eyes as he. 

Iach. This matter of marrying his King's Daughter, 
wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her Value, than his 
own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his Baniſhmear. 

Iach. Ay, and the Approbation of thoſe, that weep this 
lamentable Divorce 99 her Colours, are wonderfully 
to extend him; be it but to fortify her Judgment, which 
elſe an eaſy Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without more Quality. But how comes it, he 1s to 
ſojourn with you ? how creeps Acquaintance ? 

Phil. His Father and I were Soldiers together, to whom 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my Life, 

Enter Poſthumus. 
Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertained a- 
mongſt you, as ſuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to 
a Stranger of his Quality. I beſeech you all be better 
known to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a 
noble Friend of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to 
appear hereafter, rather than ſtory him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have been known together in Orleans, 

Pot. Since when I have been debtor to you for Cour- 
teſies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill. 

French. Sir, you o'er rate my poor Kindneſs; I wrs 
glad I did atone my Countryman and you ; it had been 
pity you ſhould bave been put together, with ſo mcr- 

tal 
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tal a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon Importance of 
ſo ſlight and trivial a nature. | 
Poſt. By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young Traveller; 
but upon my mended Judgment, (if I offend not to ſay 
it is mended,) my Quarrel was not altogether light. 
French. Faith yes, to be put to the Arbitrement of 


Swords. ; 
Tach. Can we with Manners, aſk what was the Dif- 


ference ? | 
French. Safely, I think, *twas a Contention in publick, 
which may, without Contradiction, ſuffer the Report. 
It was much like an Argumen t that fell out laſt Night, 
where each of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miſtrefles, 
This Gentleman at that time vouching, (and upon 
Warrant of bloody Afirmation,) his to be more Fair, 
Virtuous, Wife, Chaſte, Conſtant, Qualified, and leſs at- 
temptable than any, the rareſt of our Ladies in France. 
Lach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentle- 
man's Opinion by this worn out. 
Poſt. She holds her Virtue ſtill, and I my Mind. 
Iach. You muſt not ſo far prefer her, fore ours of 1:aly. 
* Poſt. Being ſo far provok'd as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing, tho* I profeſs myſelf her 
Adorer, not her Friend. N 
Iach. As fair, and as gcod ; a kind of Hand in Hand 
Compariſon, had been, ſomething too fair, and too 
good for any Lady in Britain; if ſhe went before 
others, I have ſeen, as that. Diamond of yours out- 
lafters many I have beheld. I could believe ſhe ex- 
celled many ; but I have not ſeen the moſt precious 
Diamond that is, nor you the Lady, 
Poet. I prais'd her, as I rated her; ſo do I my Stone. 
Tach. What do you eſteem it at? 
' Poſt, More than the World enjoys. 
Tach. Either your paragon'd Miſtreſs is dead, or ſhe's 
outpriz'd by a Trifle. 
59ſt. You are miſtaken; the one may be ſold or given, 
if there were Wealth enough for the Purchaſe, or Merit 
for the Gift. The other 1s not a thing for Sale, and 
only the Gift of the Gods. 


Tach, 
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Jach. Which the Gods have given you? 
Poft. Which by their Graces I will keep. 
Iach. You may wear her in Title yours; but, you 
know, ſtrange Fowl light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſton too; ſo of your Brace of ur- 
priſeable Eſtimations, the one is but frail and the other 
caſual, A cunning Thief, or a, that way, accompliſhed 
Conrtier, would hazard the winning both of firſt and laſt, 
Poft. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſhed a 
Courtier to convince the Honour of my Miſtreſs; if 
in the holding or loſs of that, you term her frail, I do 
nothing doubt you have ſtore of Thieves, notwithſtand- 
ing J fear not my Ring. 
Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. . 
Pot.” Sir, with all my Heart. This worthy Signior, 
I thank him, makes no Stranger of me, we are fami- 
liar at firſt, 
_  Jach., With five times ſo much Converſation, I ſhould 
get Ground of your fair Miſtreſs ; make her go back, 
even to the yielding, had I admittance, agd Oppor- 
tunity to friend, #7 
Pa. No, no. | 
Iach. I dare therenpon pawn the Moiety of my Eſtate, 
to your Ring, which in my Opinion o'er-values it ſome- 
thing: but I make my wager rather againſt your Confi- 
dence, than her Reputation. And to bar your Offence 


herein too, I durſt attempt it againſt any Lady in the 


World. | 

Pct. You are a great deal abuſed in too bold a per- 
ſuaſion; and I doubt. not you'd ſuſtain what you're 
worthy of, by your Attempt. 

Jach. What's that? 

Poſt. A Repulſe; though your Attempt, as you call 
it deſerves more; a Puniſhment too. [ Jngrily. 
Phil, Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in toe 
ſuddenly, let it die as it was born, and I pray you be 
better acquainted, 

lach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neigh- 


bour's, on th* Approbation of what I have ſpoke. 


Pot, What Lady would you chooſe to aſſail? 


Tach. 
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Jach. Vours; whom in conſtancy you think ſtands fo 
ſafe. Iwill lay you ten thouſand Ducats to your Ring, 
that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, with 
no more Advantage than the Opportunity of a ſecond 
Conference, and I will bring from thence that Honour 
of hers, which you imagine ſo reſerv'd. 

Pot. I will wage againſt your Gold, Gold to it: My 
Ring | hold dear as my Finger, *tis part of it. 

Iach. Vou are afraid, and therein the wiſer; if you 
buy Ladies Fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
ſerve it from tainting ; but I ſee you have ſome Religion 
in you, that you fear. \ 

Poft. This is but a Cuſtom in your Tongue; you bear 
a graver Purpoſe, I hope. 
lach. Jam the Matter of my Speeches, and would 
undergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. 

Poſt. Will you? let there be Covenants drawn be- 
tween us. My Miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs, the huge- 
neiy of your unworthy thinkings. I dare you to this 
Match; here's my Ring, | 

Phil, J will have it no lay, | 

Tach. By the Gods it is one; if I bring you not ſuffi- 
cient Teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily 
part of your Miftreſs; my ten thouſand Duckets are 

ours, fo is your Diamond too; if I come off, and leave 
er in ſuch Honour as you have truſt in; ſhe your 


Jewel, this your Jewel, and my Gold are yours, pro- g 


vided I have your commendation, for my more free en- 
tertainment. 
Poſt. I embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 


betwixt us; only thus far you ſhall anſwer : if you make 


your Voyage upon her, and give me directly to under- 
ſtand, — prevailed, I am no further your Enemy, 
ſhe is not worth our Debate, If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, 
you not making it appear otherwiſe; for your ill Op1- 
nion, and th' Aſſault you have made to her Chaſtity, 


| you ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. 


Jach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have theſe 
things ſet. down by lawful Counſel, and I'Il ſtraight away 
for Britain, left the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve; 
Iwill fetch my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 


Pot. 
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Pot. Agreed. [ Exeunt Poſt, and Iach- 
French, Will this hold, think you ? 
Phil. Signior Jachimo will not from it, 


Pray let us follow ¾ em. Eren. 


3 


— — 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


A Chamber in the Palace. 
Enter Imogen alone. 


11 A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falſe, 


A fooliſh. Suitor to a wedded Lady, 
That hath her Huſband baniſh'd—O, that Huſband ! 
My ſupream Crown of Grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of i. had I been Thief. ſtol'n, 
As my two Brothers, happy; but moſt miſerable 
Is the Degree that's glorious, Bleſſed be thoſe, 
How mean ſo e'er, that have their honeſt Wills, 
Which Seaſons comfort, Who may this be? 


Enter Piſanio and Iachimo. 


Pi/. Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

Iach. Change you, Madam: 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſatety, 


And greets your Highneſs dearly, 


Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 

You're kindly welcome, Reads afide. 
lach. All of her that is out of Door, mot rich! 

If ſhe be furniſh'd with a Mind ſo rare, 

She is alone th' Arabian Bird; and I . 

Have loſt the Wager. Boldneſs be my Friend ; 

Arm me, Audacity, from Head to Foot; [Alt. 


Imogen reads, 
He is one of the Nobleft Note, to whoſe Kindnefſes [ 
am moſt infinitely tyed. Reflect ::pon him accordingly, "as you 


value your Truft. Leonatus, 


do far I read aloud, 


But 
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But even the very middle of my Heart 
Is warmed by th” reſt, and takes it thankfully/ 
You. are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it fo 
In all that I can do. 
Lach. Thanks, faireſt Lady; 


| What, are Men mad ? hath Nature given them Eyes 


To ſee. this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea and Land, which can diſtinguiſh *twixt 


The hery Orbs above, and the twinn'd Stones 


Upon the humble Beach? and can we not 
Partition make *Twixt fair and foul ? 

Ino. What makes your Admiration ? 

Iach. It cannot be1'th* Eye; for Apes and Monkeys, 
*Twaxt two ſuch She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor 'th* Judgment; 
For Ideots in this Caſe of Favour, would | 
Be wiſely definit. Nor in the Appetite—— 

Imo. What is the Matter trow ? 

Iach. The cloyed Will, 

That ſatiate yet unſatisfy'd Deſire, 

Ravening firſt the Lamb, 
Longs after for the Garbage 
Ino. What, dear Sir, 

Thus raps you ? are you well? | 

Tach. Thanks, Madam, well; beſeech you, Sir, 

Deſire my Man's abode, where I did leave him; 


He's ftrange and ſheepyh. 


Pi. I was going, Sir, 
To give him — [Exit Piſ. 
Imo. Continues well my Lord 
His Health, beſeech you ? 
Iach. Well, Madam. 
Imo. Is he diſpos'd to Mirth ? I hope he is. 
Zach. Exceeding pleaſant; none a Stranger there, 
So merry, and ſo gameſome ; he is call' 
The Britain Reveller. | 
Imo. When he was here 


e did incline to Sadneſs, and oft times 


Not knowing why. 2 
2898 ac. 
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lach. never ſaw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monſieur, that it ſeems much loves 
A Gallian-Girl at home. He Furnaces | 
The thick ſighs from him, while the jolly Britain, 
(Your Lord I mean, ) laughs from's free Lungs, cries oh !-- 
Can my Sides hold, to think, that Man who knows 
By Hiſtory, Report, or his own Proof 
What Woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
But muſt be, will his free Hours languiſh, out 
For aſſur d Bondage? 

Imo. Will my Ford fay ſo ? | 

Iach. Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in Flood with Laughter, 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : 
But Heaven knows ſome: Men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

ach, Not he. But yet Heav'ns Bounty towards him might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himſelf *tis much ; L 
In you, whom J account his beyond all Talents, 
Whilſt I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 
Imo. What do you pity, Sir? 
Tach. Two Creatures heartily. 
Imo. Am I one, Sir? | 


* You look on me: what Wrack diſcern you in me 
Deſerves your pity ? 


lach. Lamentable ! what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 
Ith' Dungeon by a Snuff? | 
Ino. Pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your Anſwers 
To my Demands. Why do you pity me? 
Tach. That others do, 
I was about to ſay, enjoy your bac 
It is an Office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeak ont. 
Ino. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 
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(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more, 
Than to be ſure they do ;) Diſcover to me 

What doth you ſpur and ſtop. 

Iach. Had I this Cheek 

To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whoſe touch 
Whoſe very touch would force the feeler's ſoul 

To th' Oath of Loyalty; this Object which 

Takes Priſoner the wild Motion of mine Eye, 
Fixing it only here; ſhould I, (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with Lips as common as the Stairs 
'That mount the Capitol ? join Gripes with Hands 
| Made hard with hourly Falſhood, as with Labour ? 
Then glad myſelf by peeping in an Eye 

Baſe and unluſtrous as the Smoaky Light 

That's fed with ſtinking Tallow ? it were fit 

'That all the Plagues of Hell ſhould at one time 
Encounter ſuch Revolt, | 
Ius. My Lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

lach. And himſelf ; not I 
[ Inclin'd to this Intelligence pronounce 
The Beggary of his Change; but *tis your Graces 
| That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my Tongue 
| Charm this Report out. | 
Ino. Let me hear no more. | | 
4 Iach. O deareſt Soul! your Cauſe doth ſtrike my Heart 
With Pity, that doth make me fick. A Lady | 
So fair, and faſtened to an Empery, | = 
Would make the great ſt King double; to be partner dee 
With Tomboys, hir'd with that ſelf Exhibition 1 
Which your own Coffers yield ! with diſeas'd Venturers 
To play with all Infirmities for Gold, | 
Which Rottenneſs lends Nature! Be reveng'd, 
Or ſhe, that bore you was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great Stock. 
Ino. Reveng'd ? 

| How ſhould I be reveng'd if this be true ? 

: As I have ſuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 
i Muſt not in haſte abuſe; if it be true, 
How ſhall 1 be reveng'd ? 
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Jauch. 


Tach. 


Live like Diana's Prieſteſs twixt cold Sheets; 
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Tach. Shou'd he make me 


Whiles he is Vaulting variable Ramps 
In your — upon your Purſe! revenge it. 
I dedicate myſelf to your ſweet Pleaſure, 
More noble than that Runagate to your Bed, 
And will continue fait to your Affection, 
Still cloſe, as ſure. 
Ino. What ho, Piſanio “ 
ach. Let me my Service tender on your Lips, 
Imo. Away, I do condemn mine Ears that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldſt have told this Tale for Virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange: 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 
From thy Report, as thou from Honour ; and 
Sellicit'ſt here a Lady, that diſdains 
Thee, and the Devil alike. What, ho, Pi/anio [mms 
The King my Father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aſſault; if he ſhall think it fit, 
A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As in a Romiſh Stew, and to expound 
His beaſtly Mind to us ; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Pi/anio / em 
lach. O happy Leonatus, I may ſay! 
The Credit, that thy Lady hath of thee, 
Deſerves thy Truſt, and thy moſt perfe& Goodneſs 
Her aſſur'd Credit; bleſſed live you long, 
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever 
Country calld his; and you his Miftreſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit. Give me your pardon. 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your Afﬀiance 
Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new o'er; and he is one 
The trueſt manner'd ; ſuch a holy Witch 
That he inchants Societies into him: 
Half all Mens Hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends. - 


lach. He fits mongſt Men, like a deſcended God; 
He 
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He hath a kind of Honour ſets him off, 

More than a mortal ſeeming. . Be not angry, 

Moſt mighty Princeſs, that I have adventur'd 

To try your taking of a falſe Report; - 

'The Love I bear him, 

Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you, 

Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your Pardon. 
Ino. All's well, Sir, take my Power i'th' Court for yours. 
Iach. My humble Thanks; I had almoſt forgot 

T' intreat your Grace, but in a ſmall Requeſt, 

And yet of Moment too, for it concerns 

Your Lord ; myſelf, and other Noble Friends. 


Are Partners in the Buſineſs. 


Imo. Pray what is't ? 4 | 
Iach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
(The beſt Feather of our Wing,) have mingled Sums 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperor: 
Which I, the Factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; *tis Plate of rare Device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite Form, their Values great ; 
And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, | 
To have them a ſafe ſtowage: May it pleaſe you. 
To take th? f m Protection. | 
Imo. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine honour for their Safety ; fince 
My Lord hath Intereſt in them, I will keep them 
In my chamber. | 
Tach. They are in a Coffer 
Atterided by my Men : I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this Night ; 
I muſt abroad To-morrow, SET 
Imo. O no, NO, Tx | 
Tach. Yes, I beſeech you ; Or I ſhall ſhort my Word 
By lengthning my Return. From Gallia, 
I croſt the Seas on purpoſe, and on promiſe. 
To ſee your Grace. | | 
Imo. I thank you for your Pains ; 
But not away To-morrow. 


lach. O, I muſt, Madam. 


* 
rr, 


Therefore 
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Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with Writing, do't To-night, 
J have out-ſtaid my time, which is material 
To th' tender of our Preſent. 
Imo. I will write: 
Send your Coffer to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
rs. And truly yielded you: You're very welcome. [ Zxcant. 


g SCENE II. A Palace. _/ 


Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 


Clot. Was there ever Man had ſuch luck ! when J 
kiſs'd the Fact upon an Up-caſt, to be hit away! I had 
a1 hundred Pound on't; and then a whorſon Jack-an- 
Apes muſt take me up for Swearing, as if I had borrow'd 
mine Oaths of him, and might not ſpend them at my 
Pleaſure. | 

1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke his 
Pate with your Bowl. 

2 Lord. If his Wit had been like him that broke it; it 
would have run all out. [Alae. 

Clot. When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it is not 
for any Standers by to curtail his Oaths. Ha? 

2 Lord. No, my Lord: Nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whoreſon Dog! I give him Satisfaction ? Would 
he had been one of my Rank. Pox on't. I had rather not 
be ſo Noble as I am; they dare not fight with me, be- 
cauſe of the Queen my Mother; every Jack-ſlave hath 
his belly full of Fighting, and I muſt go up and down 
ke a Cock, that no body can match. | 
rd | 2 Lord. It is not fit your Lordihip ſhould undertake 
every Companion, that you give Offence ta. 

Clot. No: I know that: But it is fit I ſhould commit 
Offence to my Inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your Lordſhip only. 

Cot. Why, fo I ſay. - 
2-Lord. Here comes the King. 


fore 
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Enter Cymbeline and Queen, 
Clot. Good- night to your Majeſty, and gracious Mother. 
Cymb. Attend you here the Door of our ſtern Daughter? 
Will ſhe not forth? | 
Clot. She vouchſafes no Notice; but I will aſſail 
her before Morning with Maſk and Muſic. 
Om. The Exile of her Minion is too new, 
She hath not yet forgot him; ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print of his Remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. 
Enter Meſſenger, and whiſpers the firſt Lord. 
Deen. You are moſt bound to the King, 
Who lets go by no *Vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter. | 
I Lord. So like you, Sir, Ambaſſadors from Rome, 
The one is Catnus Lucius. 
' Cymb. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit, he comes on angry Purpoſe now ; 
But that's no Fault of his; our dear Son, 
When you have given good Morning to your Miſtreſs, 
Atrend the Queen ard us, we ſhall have need 
T'employ you towards this Roman. 
Betimes To-morrow we'll hear th* Embaſſy. 
Come our Queen. [ Exeunt King and Queen. 
t Lira, Did vou hear of another Stranger that's 
come to Court 'To-night ? 
Clot. Another Stranger, and I not know on't? 
2 Lord. He's a ſtrange Fellow himſelf, and knows 
it not. [ A/de. 
1 Lord. There's an Jalian come, and 'tis thought 
one of Leonatus' Friends, 
Clot. Leonatus! A baniſh'd Raſcal ; and he's another, 
whereſoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? 
- 1 Lord, One of your Lordſhip's Pages. 
Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is there no 
Derogation in't? | 
2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my Lord. 
Clot. Not eaſily, I think. 
2 Lord, You are a Fool granted, therefore cannot 
dero ate. — [ Afrac. 
| Cot. 


| 
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Obs. Come I'll go ſee this [talian, and if he'll play, 


ell game with him, and to-morrow with our 


Father, we'll hear th' Ambaſſador come let's go. 

I Lord. I'll attend your Lordſhip. [ Exit Clot. and 1 Lord. 

2 Lord. That ſuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother, 
Should yield the World this Aſs; a Woman that 
Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son, 1 | 
Cannot take two from 'Twenty for his Heart [ 
And leave Eighteen. Alas, poor Princeſs, 
Thou divine Imogez, what thou endur'ſt. [Exit |} 


S CEN E IL 8 
A magnificent Bed- chamber, in one part of it a large Trunk. 
Imogen #s di/cover*d reading in her Bed, a Lady attending. 

Imo. Who's there? My Woman, Helen? 

Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam 

Imo. What Hour is it? | 

Lady. Almoſt Midnight, Madam. 

Imo. I have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where I have left, to Bed 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: 

And if thou canſt awake by four o'th' Clock, 
I pr'ythee call me Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly. | 
_ Lady. 
From Fairies, and the Tempters of the Night, 
Guard me, beſeech ye. . 
To your Protection I commend me, Gods, [ Sleepr. 
[Iachimo riſes from the Coffer, 

Iach. The Crickets ſing, and Man's o'er-labour'd Senſe 
Repairs itſelf by Reſt: Our Tarqnin thus | 
Did ſoftly preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The Chaſtity he wounded, Cyrherea, 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed! Freſh Lilly, 
And whiter than the Sheets! That I might touch, 
But kiſs, one kiſs Rubies unparagon'd 

How dearly they do't "Tis her Breathing 


Perfumes the Chamber thus: The Flame o'th* Taper 
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her Lids, 


Under 


To ſee th' incloſed Lights now Canopy'd 
| B 2 
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Under the Windows, White and Azure, lac'd 
With Blue of Heav'ns own Tin&t—but my Deſign's 
To note the Chamber I will write all down, 
Such, and ſuch Pictures there the Window, —ſuch 
Th Adornment of her Bed—the Arras, Figures 
Why ſuch, and ſuch— and the Contents o'th' Story— 
Ah, but ſome natural Notes about her Body, 

Above ten thouſand meaner Moveables 

Would teſtify, enrich my Inventory. 

O Sleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her, 

And be her Senſe but as a Monument, 
'Thus in a Chapel lying. Come off, come off, 
| 3 [T aking off her Bracelet. 
As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 

*Tis mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, 

As ſtrongly as the Conſcience does within, 

To th' madding of her Lord. On her left Breaſt 

A Mole Cinque- ſpotted Like the Crimſon Drops 
I'th* bottom of a Cowlſlip. Here's a Voucher, 
Stronger than ever Law could make: This Secret 
Will force him think I've pick'd the Lock, and ta'en 
The Treaſure of her Honour. More to what end? 
Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my Memory. She hath been reading late, 
The Tale of Tereus, here the Leaf's turn'd down 
Where Philomele gave up ——1 have enough, 

To th* Trunk again, and ſhut the Spring of it. 

Switt, ſwift, you Dragons of the Night, that dawning 
May bear its Raven's Eye: I lodge in fear, 

Though this a heav'nly Angel, Hell is here. [Clock ftrikes, 
Cne, two, three: Time, time. | 

He goes into the Trunk, the Scene cloſes. 


S CEN E IV. The Palace. 


Euter Cloten and Lords. 


1 Tord. Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient Man in loſs, 
the coldeſt that ever turn'd-up Ace. % 
Ciot. It would make any Man cold ſo to lcſe, 


1 Lord. But not every Man patient, af.e: the nob'e 
Temper 
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Temper of your Lordſhip; you are moſt hot and fu- 


rious, when you. win. 

Clot. Winning will put any Man into Courage: If I 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhall have Gold enough: 
It's almoſt Morning, 1s't not? / 

: 1 Lord. It is my Lord. 

Clot. I would the Maſkers and Muficians were come, 

I am adviſed to give her Muſic a“ Mornings, they ſay 


it will penetrate. -— [A Flouriſh. 
1 Lord. Here they are, my Lord. 
Clot. Come let's join them. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. AA open place in the Palace. 


Cloten, Lords, Singer and Maſters diſcovered. 


Clot. Come on, tune, firſt a very excellent good 
conceited ery after a wonderful ſweet Air, with 
admirable rich Words to it, and then let her conſider. 


S O NS. 
Hark, hark, the Lark, at Hæav'nt Gate fings, 
And Phæbus *gins ari/e, 
His Steeds to water at thoſe Springs, 
On chalic d Flow'rs that lyes : 
And wwinking Mary-buds begin to ope their golden Eyes, 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady faveet ariſe, 
Ariſe, ariſe 


So, get you gone—if this penetrate, I will conſider your 

Mufick the better: If it do not, it is a Vice in her Ears, 

which Horſe-Hairs, and Cats-Guts, nor the Voice of 

unpav'd Eunuch to boot, can never amend. Come, now 

to our Dancing, and if ſhe is immoveable with this, 

ſhe is an immoveable Princeſs, and not worth my Notice. 

(A Dance.) [ Knocks at her Deor. 

Clot. Leave us to ourſelves. [ Exeunt Lords, &C. 

If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her; if not, 

Let her lie ſtill, and dream : By your leave ho! 

I know her Women are about her—— what 
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If I do line one of their Hands Tis Gold 
Which buys. Admittance, oft it doth, yea, and makes 
Diana s Rangers falſe themſelves, and yield tp 

Their Deer to th' fand o*th? Stealer : And 'tis Gold 

Which makes the true Man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief; 

Nay, ſometimes hangs both Thief and true Man: What 

Can it not do, and undo? I will make 

One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 

L yet not underſtand the Caſe myſelf. 

By your leave. [nch 

« * Enter a Lady. 5 
Lady. Who's there that knocks ! 

Clan. A Gentleman. | 
Lady. No more? 
Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewoman's Son. 

Lady. That's more | , 

Than ſome whoſe Tailors are as dear as yours, 

Can juſtly boaſt of: What's your Lordfhip's Pleaſure ?. 
Clot. Your Lady's Perſon, is ſhe ready ? 
Lady. Ay, to keep her Chamber. 

Chet. There is Gold for you, 

Sell me your good Report. 

Lady. How, nm + good Name ? or to wh 
1 


ort of you. 
What I ſhall thin] 


s good. The Princeſs. 
a Enter — 1 
Cbot. Good-morrow Faireſt, Sifter, your ſweet Hand. 
Ino. Good-morrow, Sir, you lay out too much Pains 
For purchaſing but Trouble. 
Clot. Still I ſwear I love you. 
Ino. If you'd but ſaid fo, *twere as deep with me: 
If you ſwear ftill, your Recompence is ſtill 
That I regard it not. 
Clot. This is no Anſwer, 
Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yield being ſilent, 
I would not ſpeak. I pray you ſpare me, Faith 
I ſhall anfold equal Diſcourtefy 
To your beſt Kindneſs : One of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, Forbearance. | 
Clot. To leave you in you Madneſs, *twere wy Sin, 
whe Ima, 
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Imo. Fools cure nat mad Folks. 
Clas. Do you call me Fool? | 
Imo. As I am mad I do: | 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad. 
That cures us both. I am much ſorry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a Lady's Manners, 
But I who know my Heart, do here pronounce 
By th' very truth of it, J care not for you. ; 
Clot. The Contract you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
(One, bred of Alms, and foſter'd with cold Diſhes, 
With Scraps o'th' Court,) it is no Contract, none. 
Imo. Prophane Fellow: | ; 
Wert thou the Son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his Groom. 
Clot. The South-fog rot him. 
Imo. He never can meet more Miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his Body, 1s dearer 
In my reſpe&, than all thou haſt to boaſt of. 
How now, P:/anio ? Y [ M:ff#ng her Bracelet. 


Enter Piſanio. 


Clot. His Garment ? Now the Devil. 
Imo. To Derothy, my Woman, hye thee preſently. 
Clot. His Garment ? IG 
Ino. I am ſprighted with a Fool, 
Fretted, and angred worſe Go bid my Woman 
Search for a jewel, that too caſually ' 
Hath left mine arm—it was thy Maſter's. Shrew me 
If I would loſe it for a Revenue 
Of any King's in Europe. I do think, 
J ſaw't this Morning; confident I am, 
Laſt Night 'twas on my Arm; I kiſs'd it then 
Pi. Twill not be loſt. | 
[mo. I hope ſo; go and ſearch. [Exit Piſanio. 
Clot. You have abus'd me His meaneſt Garment !— 
I will inform your Father. 
Imo. Your Mother too; 
She's my good Lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
B 4 - But 
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But the worſt of me. .So J leave you, Sir, 


To th* worſt of Diſcontent. [ Exit. 
Clot. I'll be reveng'd ; 
His meaneſt Garment ?——Well. [ Exit. 


. 
A Chamber in Rome. 


Enter Poſthumus and Philario. p 


Pot. TEAR it not, Sir; I would I were fo ſure 
To win the King, as I am bold, her Honour 
Will remain hers, | 
Phil. What means do you make to him ? 
Hoſt Not any, but abide the change of time, 
Quake in we preſent Winter's State, and wiſh | 
That warmer days would come, in theſe ſear'd hopes, 
J barely gratify your Love; they failing 
I muſt die much your Debtar. 
Phil. Your very Goodneſs, and your Company, 
- Oferpays all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus; Caius Lucius 
Will do's Commiſſion throughly. And I think 
He'll grant the Tribute; ey,] Countrymen, 
Will look upon our Romars;-whoſe remembrance 
Is ye freſh in their Grief, - / 
Poſe. I do believe, 
Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be, 
That this will prove a War, they'll ſend no Tribute 
Our Countrymen the Britons 
Are Men more order'd than when Julzus Cæſar 
Smil'd at their lack of Skill, but found their Courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Diſcipline, | 
New mingled with their Courage, will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 
As mend upon the World; and more than that, 
They have a Kinc, whoſe Love and Juſtice to them 
May aſk and have their Treaſures, and their Blood. 


Enter 
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Enter Iachimo. 
Phil. See Iachimo. | 
Poft. The ſwifteſt Harts have poſted you by Land; 
And Winds of all the Corners kiſs'd your Sails, 
To make your Veſſel nimble. 
Phil. Welcome, Sir. 
Pot. J hope the briefneſs of your Anſwer made 
The ſpeedineſs of your Return. 
Tach. Your Lady, 
Is one of the faireſt that ever I look'd upon. 
Poſt. And therewithal the beſt, of let her Beauty 
Look through a Caſement to allure falſe Hearts, 
And be falſe with them. . 
lach. Here are Letters for you. 
Pot. Their Tenour good, I truſt. 
lach. *Tis very like. [Poſthumus reads the Letters. 
Phil. Was Cains Lucius in the Britiſh Court, 
When you were there? + 
Iach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 
Poſt. All is well yet. 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing? 
Lach. If Td loſt it, 
I ſhould have loſt the Worth of it in Gold; 
I'll make a Journey twice as far, Yenjoy 
A ſecond Night of ſuch ſweet Shortneſs, as 
Was mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 
Poſt. The Stone's too hard to come by. 
Tach. Not a what, 
Your Lady being ſo eafy. 
Poſt. Make not, Sir, 
Your Loſs, your Sport; I hope you know that we 
Muſt not continue Friends. 
Jach. Good Sir, we muſt, 
If you keep Covenant ; had I not brought 
The Knowledge of your Miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to queſtion farther ; but I now 
Profeſs myſelf the winger of her Honour, 
Together with your Ring 8 and not the Wronger 
: - 


With golden Cherubims is ſretted. 
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Of her, or you, having progeeded but 
By both your Wills. 
Poſe. If you can make t apparent 
That you have taſted her in Bed; my Hand, 
And Ring is yours. If not, the foul Opinion 


| You had of her pure Honour, gains, or loſes 


Your Sword or mine, or maſterleſs leaves both 
To who ſhall find them. 


Iach. Sir, my Circumſtances 
Being ſo near the Truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe; whoſe ſtrengtk 
I will confirm with Oath, which I doubt not 


You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall fnd 
They need it not. 


Poſt. Proceed. 
{Jach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber, 
Where I confeſs I ſlept not, but profeſs 
Had that was well worth Watching, it was hang'd 


With richeſt Stuff, the Colours blue and ſilver: 
A piece of Work 


So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In Workmanſhip and Value. 
Poſt. This is true; 


And this you might have heard of here, by me, 


Or by ſome other. 


lack. More Particulars 
Muſt juſtify, my Knowledge. 


 Peff. So they muſt, 
Or 45 


your Honour Injury. 

ach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney- piece 
Chaſte Dian, bathing ; never ſaw I Figures 
So likely to report themſelves ; the Painter 
Was as another Nature c umb, oeut-went her, 
Motion and Breath leſt out. | 

Pot. This is a Thing 
Which.ycu might from Relation likewiſe reap, 
Being, as it is, mach ſpoke cf. 

TJacb. The Rcof o'th' Chamber 


Pep. 
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Pot. What's this t' her Honour? 
Let 1t be granted you, have ſeen all this, 
(Praiſe be to your Remembrance,) the Deſcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The Wager you have laid. i : 

Iach. Then if you can [Pulling out the Bracelets. 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this Jewel : See ln 
And now 'tis up again; it muſt be married 
To that your Diamond, _ 

Poſt. Jove ! | 
Once more let me-behold it : Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

Tach. Sir, I thank her, that: fl 
She ſtrip'd it from her Arm, I ſee her yet. 

Her pretty Action did out-ſelf her Gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too; ſne gave it me, 
And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once. 8 

Poſt, May be, the pluck'd it off 
To ſend it me. | 

Iach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe ? 

Poſt. O no, no, no, 'tis true. Here take this too, 
It is a Bafilifs unto mine Eye, Tr 
Kills me to look on't : Let there be no Honour, 
Where there is Beauty, Truth, where Semblance, Love, 
Where there's another Man. The Vows of Women 
Of no more Bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their Virtues, which is nothing; 

O, above Meaſure falſe ! 

Phil. Have Patience, Sir, 

And take your Ring again : *tis not yet won ? 

It may be probable ſhe loſt it; or | 

Who knows, one of her Women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtoll'n it from her. 

Pat. Very true, 

And fo I hope he came by't; back my Ring; 
Render to me ſome corporal Sign about her 

More evident than this ; for this was ſtole. 

Jach. By Jupiter, J had it from her Arm. 

Hat. Hark you, he ſwears ; by Jupiter he ſwears. 
*11s true—nay keep the Ring—'tis true; I am _ 

e 
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She eould not loſe it; her Attendants are 
All honourable ; they induc'd to ſteal it! 
And by a Stranger! — no, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The cognizance of her Incontinency | 
Is this: ſhe hath bought the Name of Whore, thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themſelves between you ! 
Phil. Sir, be patient; 
This is not ſtrong enough to be beliey'd, 
Of one perſuaded well of. 
Poft. Never talk on't ; 
She hath been colted by him. 
Iach. If you ſeek 
For further ſatisfying ; under her Breaſt, 
Worthy the preſſing, lies a Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. By my Life 
I kift it, and it gave me preſent hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This ſtain upon her;? 
Pot. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another itain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
Iach. Will you hear more? 
Pot. Spare your Arithmetick, 
Ne'er count the Turns : Once, and a Million. 
Iach. I'll be ſworn 
Pot. No ſwearing : 
If you will ſwear you have not done't, you lye, 
And I will kill thee if thou doſt deny 
Thou'ſt made her Strumpet. 
Lach. Vil deny nothing. 
Pct. O thit I had her here, to tear her Limb-meal ; 
I will go there and do't i'th' Court before 
Her Father I'll do ſomething 
Phil. Quite beſides 
The Government of Patience. You have won; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent Wrath 
He hath againſt him ſelf. 
Jach, With all my Heart. [ Exeunt, 


[ Exit, 
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Enter Paſthumus. 


Poſt. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muſt be half-workers? We are Ba ftards all, 

And that moſt venerable Man, which ! 

Did call my Father, was, I known | where, 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coiner with his Tools 
Made me a Counterfeit ; yet my Mother ſe m'd 

The Dian of that time; ſo doth my Wife 

The Non-pareil of this — Oh geance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawful Pleaſure ſhe = ſtralu'd, 

And pray'd me oft Forbearance did it with 

A Pudency ſo Rome, the tweet View on't 

Might well have warm'd old Satnen 
That I thought her 

As chaſte as unſun'd Snow. Oh, al the Devils! 
This yellow Jachimo in an Hour want not? 
Or lefs ; at frſt ? Perchance he ſpole not, but 
Like a full acorn'd Boar, a Germqn one, 
O! Torture to my Mind. Could i find out 

The Woman's part in me, for there's no Motion 
That tends to Vice in Man, but I afiirm 

It is the Woman's part ; be it lying, note it, 

The Woman's; Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers ; 
Luft, and rank Thoughts, hsrs, hers ; Revenges hers ; 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Diſdain, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability: 

All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows 
Why hers, in part, or all; or rather all. For even to Vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing till ; 

One Vice, but of a Minute old, for one 

Not half fo old as that. III write againft them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them——yet *tis greater Skilt 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their, Will; 

The very Devils cannot plague them better. [Tait 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 4 Palace. ; 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords at 
one Door : and at another, Caius Lucius and Attendants. 


Cym. Now ſay, what would Auguſtus Cz/ar with us? 

Luc. When Julius Cæſar was in Britain, ' 
Caſſibelan thine Uncle, did for him, 
And his Succeſſion, grant to Reme a Tribute, 
Yearly three thouſand Pounds; which by thee lately 
Is left antender'd. | 

ueen, And to kill the marvel, 

Shall be ſo ever. 

Clot. There be many Ce/ars, 
Ere ſuch another Julius: Britain's a World 
By itſelf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Noſes, 
Tribute? Why ſhould we pay Tribute? If Cæſar ean 
hide the Sun from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon 
in his Pocket, we will pay him Tribute for Light ; 


elſe, Sir, no more Tribute. 


Cym. You muſt know, 
"Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This Tribute, we were free. Say then to Cz/ar, 
Our Anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our Laws, whoſe uſe the Sword of Cz/ar 
Hath too much mangled ; whoſe repair and franchiſe, 
Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry. 

Luc. J am ſorry, | 
That I am to pronounce, Auguſtus Cz/ar, 


Cymbeline's Eenemy. War, and Confuſion 


In Cæſar's Name pronounce I *gainſt thee : Look 
For Fury, not to be reſiſted. Thus defy'd, 
I thank thee for myſelf. | 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Clot. His Majeſty bids you welcome. Make Paſtime 
with us a Day, or two, or longer: If you ſeek us af- 
terwards in other Terms, you ſhall find us in our Salt— 
water Girdle: If you beat us out of it, it is yours: If 

you 
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you fall in the Adventure, our Crows ſhall fare the 
better wr you: And there's an end. | 
Luc. So, Sir. 
Cym. I know your Maſter's Pleaſure, and he mine : 
All the Remain, is welcome. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE HIV, 4 Chamber. 


Enter Piſanio reading a Letter, 


Piſ. How ? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What Monſters have accuſed her? Leonatas / 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange Iufection 
Js fall'n inte thy Ear? what falſe /zalian, 
As poiſonous tongu'd, as handed, hath preyail'd 
On thy too ready hearing? Diſloyal ? No, 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
More Goddefs-like, than Wife-like, ſuch Aſſaults 
As would take in ſome Virtue. Oh my Maſter, 
Thy Mind to her, is now as low, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How ? That I ſhould murder her, 
Upon the Love, and Truth, and Vows, which 1 
Have made to thy Command -I her !-—Her Blood! 
If it be ſo, to do good Service, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 
That I ſhould ſeem to lack Humanity, 
go much as this Fact comes to? D the Letter Readin 
That I have fent her, by her own Command, 
Shall give the Opportunity, Damn'd Paper ! | 
Black as the Ink that's on thee : 
Lo here ſhe comes. 
| Enter Imogen. 


I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Ino. How now, Piſanio? 

Pi/. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord, 
Imo. Who! thy Lord? that is my Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer __ 
That knew the Stars, as I his Characters, 
He'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh of Love, 
Of my Lord's Health,, of his Content, 


Good 
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Good Wax, thy leave: bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Locks of Counſel. 
Good News, Gods. 

Reading. 


Uſice, and your Father's Wrath, ſhould he take me in his 
Dominion, could not be Jo cruel to me, as yen, 0h the 
deareſt of Creatures, would even renew me with your Eyes, 
Take notice that I am in Cambria at Miltord- Haven: 
What your own Love will out of this adviſe you, follow, 
So he wiſhes you all Happineſs, that remains Loyal to his 
Vow, and your increaſing in Lowe. 
; Leonatus Poſthumus. 
Oh for a Horſe with Wings! Hear'ſt thou, P:/anio ? 
He is at AMilford-Haven. Read, and tell me 
How far tis thither. If one of mean Affairs 
May plod it in a Week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day? then, ſay Piſanio, 
How far it is to this ſame bleſſed M:/ford ? 
How may we ſteal from hence: Pr'ythee ſpeak, 
How many Score of Miles may we well ride 
*Twixt Hour and Hour ? 
Pi/. One Score *twixt Sun, and Sun, 
Madam's enough for you; And too much too. 
Ine. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, 
Could never go ſo flow : But this is Foolery. 
Go, bid my Women feign a Sickneſs, ſay 
She'll home to her Father, and provide me preſent 
A riding Suit: No coſtlier than would fit 
A Franklin's Houſewife. 
Pi/. Madam, you'd beſt conſider. 
imo. I ſee before me Man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues, but have a Fog in them, 
That I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee, 
Do as I bid thee ; there's no more to ſay ; 
Acceſſible · is none but M:/ford way. [ Exennt. 


SCENE V. 4 Forgft with a Cave. 


Enter. Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


Bel. A goodly Day, not to keep Houſe with ſuch, 
Whoſe Roof's as low as ours: See, Bays! this Gate 
Iuftrugs 
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Inſtructs you how t'adore the Heav'ns; and bows you 
To Morning's holy Office. Gates of Monarchs 

Are arch'd ſo high, that Giants may get through 

And keep their impious Turbands on, without 
Good-morrow to the Sun, Hail, thou fair Heav'n, 
We houſe i'th' Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 

As prouder Livers do. 

Guid, Hail, Heav'n! 

Arv. Hail, Heav'n! 

Bel. Now for our Mountain Sport, up to yond Hill, 
Your Legs are young: Þll tread theſe Flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 

That it is Place which leſſens and ſets off, 
And you may then revolve what Tales I told you, 
Of Courts of Princes, of the Tricks in War, 

That Service is not Service, ſo being done, 

But being ſo allow'd. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a Profit from all Things we ſee : 

And often to our Comfort ſhall we find 

The ſharded Beetle, in a ſafer hold 

Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this Life, 

Is nobler than attending for a Check ; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Bauble ; 
Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid-for Silk : 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncrofs'd ; no Life to ours. 

Guid. Out of your Proof you ſpeak ; we poor unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o'th' Neſt ; nor know not 
What Air's from Home. Hap'ly this Life is beſt, | 
If quiet Life is beſt ; ſweeter to you 
That have a ſharper known: well-correſponding 
With your ſtiff Age; but unto us it is 
A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a-Bed, 

A Priſon for a Debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a Limit. 

Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of 
When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? How, 
In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing Hours away ? we have ſeen nothing, 
: Bel. 
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Bel, How you ſpeak ? 
Did you but know the City's Uſuries, 
And felt them knowingly ; the Art o'th' Court, 
As hard to leave, as keep, whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or fo ſlipp'ry, that 
The Fear's as bad as falling. The Toil o'th* War, 
A Pain, that only ſeems to ſeek out Danger 
T'th* name of Fame, and Honour; which dies i'th' ſearch, 
And hath as oft a ſland'rous Epitaph, 
As Record of fair Act; nay, many time 
Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe 
Muſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boys, this Story 
The World may read in me: My Body's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my Report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of Note, Cymbc/ine lov'd me, 
And when a Soldier was the Theam, my Name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a Tree 
Whoſe Boughs did bend with Fruit. But in one Night, 
A Storm or Robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to Weather, 

Guid. Uncertain Favour !. 

Bel. My Fault being — as I have told you oft, 
But that two Villains, whoſe falſe Oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect Honour, {wore to Cymbeline, 

I was Confederate with the Romans : So 

Follow'd my Baniſhment, and this twenty Years, 

This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have been my World, 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt Freedom, pay'd 

More pious Debts to Heav'n, than in all | 
The fore-end of my time—Bur, up to th' Mountains, 
This is not Hunters Language; he that ſtrikes 

The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be Lord o'th' Feaſt, 

To him the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will fear no Poiſon, which attends 

In place of greater State: 

I'll meet you in the Valleys. [ Exeunt. 
How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature ? 
Theſe Boys know little they are Sons ro th? King, 
And Cymbeline dreams not they are alive. 
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They think they are mine, and tho' train'd up thay meanly 
I'th* Cave there on the brow, their Thoughts do hit 
The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In ſimple and low things, to prince it much 

Beyond the Trick of others. This Polidore, 

(The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The King his Father call'd Guiderius) Towe ! 

When on my three foot Stool I fit, tell 

'The warlike Feats I've done, his Spirits fly oat 

Into my Story, ſay thus mine Enemy fell, 

And thus [I ſet my foot on's Neck, even then 

The Princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That acts my Words. The younger Brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus) in as like a figure 

Strikes Life into my Speech, and ſhews much more 

His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz d 

O Cymbeline | Heav'n, and my Conſcience know | 
Thou did'ſt unjuſtly baniſh me, whereon 

At three and two years old, I ſtole theſe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeffion, as 

Thou reiki me of my Lands. Euripbile 

Thou waſt their Nurſe, they take thee ſor their Mother, 
And every Day do Honour to her Grave L 
Myſelf Belarius, that am Morgan calld, 

They take for natural Father. The Game is up. [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. The Palace. | 


Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lordi. 


Cym. Thus far, and fo farewel. 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; 
I am right ſorry, that I muſt report you 
My Maſter's Enemy. I defire of you 
A Conduct over Land, to Milford-Hawen. 
Om. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office ; 
The due of Honour in no point omit : 
So farewel, noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your Hand, my Lord. 
Cle. Receive it friendly, but from this time forth f 
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I wear it as your Enemy. 
Lac. Sir, the Event | 
Is yet to name the Winner. Fare you well. [ Zx, Lucius, &c, 
Queen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we have given him Cauſe. 
Clit. "Tis, all the better, 
Your valiant Britons have their Wifhes in it. 
Aueen. *Tis not ſleepy Buſineſs, 
But muſt be looked to Heedily, and ſtrongly, 
_ Cm. Our Expectation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle _— 
Where is our Daughter; ſhe has not appear” 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The Duty of the Day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of Malice, than of Duty, 
We've noted it. Call her before us, for 


We've been too light in Sufferance. [Exit 1 Lord. 


Queen. Royal Sir, 
Since the Exile of Pofthumus, moſt retir'd | 
Hath her Life been; the Cure whereof my Lord, 
*Tis Time muſt do. Beſeech your Majefty, 
Forbear ſharp Speeches to her. She's a Lady 
80 tender of Rebukes, that Words are Strokes, 
And Strokes Death to her. 

Ne. Enter 1/8 Lord. 

Cym. Where is ſhe, Sir? How 
Can her Contempt be anſwer'd? 

1 Lord. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock d, and there's no Anſwer 
That will be given to th' loudett Noiſe we make. 

Queen. My Lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her Infirmity, 
She ſhould that Duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer ; this 
She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great Court 


Made me to blame in Memory. 

oY Im. Her Doors lock' d? 

Not ſeen of late? Grant Heavens, that which I fear 
| Prove falſe. [ Exit, 


Queen. 
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2acen. Son, I ſay ; follow the King. 
Clot. That Man of hers, Piſanio, her old Servant 
I have not ſeen theſe two Days. [ Extt. 
Queen. Go look after | 
Pi/anio, he that ſtand'ſt fo for Poſthumus /—— 
He has a Drug of mine ; I pray his Abſence 
Proceed by {ſwallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? haply Deſpair hath ſeiz'd her 
Or wing'd with Fervor of her Love, ſhe's flown 
To her deſired Peſthumus; gone ſhe is 
To Death, or to Diſhonour, and my end 
Can make good uſe of either. She being down 
J have the placing of the Britiſb Crown. [ Excunt. 


SCENE VII. A Wa. 


Enter Piſanio and Imogen. 


no. Thou told'ſt me when we came from Horſe the Place 
Was near at hand: O where is Pofthumus” 
Say good Piſanio? What is in thy Mind 
That makes thee ſtare thus? One but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond ſelf-explication. What's the Matter? 
Why tender*ſt thou that Paper to me, 
If't be ſummer News. 
Smile to't before, if winterly thou need'ſt : 
But keep that Count'nance ſtill. My Huſband's Hand? 
That drug-damn'd Tracy, hath out-crafted-him, 
And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, Man ; thy Tongue 
May take off ſome Extremity, which to read 
Would be even Mortal to me. 
Pi/. Pleaſe you read, 
And you ſhall find me, wretched Man, a thing 
The moſt diſdain'd of Fortune. 
Imogen reads. 
HY Miſtre/s, Piſanio, hath play'd the Strumpct in 
my Bed: The Teflimonies whereof lye bleeding in me. 
1 /pzak net out of weak Surmiſes, but from Proof as ftrong 
as my Grief, and as certain as I expect my Revenge. That 
| fart 
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part thou Piſanio, mut af? for me, if thy Faith be ne 
tainted with the breach of bers; let thine own Hands take 
away her Life: I jhall give thee Opportunity at Milford 
Haven. She hath my Letter for the purpoſe 3 where, if thax 
fear to ſtrike, and to make me certain it is done, thou art the 
Pander to her Diſpenour, and equally to me Diſſoyal. 

Pi/. What ſhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her Throat already. No, *tis Slander, 
Whoſe Edge 1s ſharper than the Sword, whoſe Tongue t 
Out-venoms all the Worms of Nie, whoſe Breath | 
Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belye 
All Corners of the World, Kings, Queens, and States, . 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous Slander enters. What chear, Madam? 

Imo. Falſe to his Bed! What is it to be falſe? ] 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him? ; 
To weep *twixt Clock and Clock? If Sleep charge Nature, 
To break it with a fearful Dream of him. : 
And cry myſelf awake ? that's falſe to's Bed, 

Pi/. Alas, good Lady 

Imo. I falſe ? thy Conſcience witneſs, Iachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of Incontinency, 

Thou then look'ſt like a Villain: Now, methinks, 
Thy Favour's good enough. Some Jay of 7:aly, 

1 Whoſe Feathers were her painting, hath betrayed him, 

[ Poor I am ſtale, a Garment out of Faſhion, 

j I muſt be ript ; to pieces with me: Oh, ' 
i Mens Vows are Womens Traitors. All goed ſeeming 

| By thy Revolt, oh, Huſband, ſhall be thought 


j Put on for Villany. | . 
7 Piſ. Good Madam, hear m a ] 
A Imo. Come, Fellow, be thou honeſt, | 
ö Do thou thy Maſter's bidding. When thou ſeeſt him, ] 
A little witneſs my Obedience. Look, $779 ; 
q I draw the Sword myſelf, take it, and hit I 
The innocent Manſion of my Love, my Heart, 
Fear not, *tis empty of all things but Grief: ] 
Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeed 


The Riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better Cauſe : 


But 


. .. Je 


CyYMBELINE. 


But now thou. ſeem'ſt a Coward. 

Pi/. Hence vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhall not damn my Hand. 

Imo. Why I muſt die. 
And if I do not by thy Hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Maſter's. Againſt Self-ſlanghter 
There is a Prohibition ſo divine 5 
That cravens my weak Hand: Come, here's my Heart 
Something's afore't — Soft, ſoft, we'll no Defence; | 
What 1s here, [ Opening her Breaſt. 
The Sctiptures of the Loyal Leonatut, 
All turn'd to Hereſie? Away, away, 

Pulling his Letter out of her Boſom. 

Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 
Be Stomachers to my Heart : Pr'ythee diſpatch, 
The Lamb intreats the Butcher, Where's the Knife ? 
Thou art too flow to do thy Maſter's bidding, 
When I deſire it too. 

Pi/. O gracious Lady ! 
Since I receiv'd Command to do this Buſineſs 
I have not ſlept one wink. 

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pi/. TN break mine Eye-balls firſt. 

Ino. Wherefore then, didſt undertake it? 
Why haſt thou gone ſo far 
To be unbent? when thou haſt ta'en thy Stand, 


» Th elected Deer before thee * 


Pi/. But to win time 
To loſe fo bad Employment, in the which 
I have conſider'd of a Courſe; good Lady, 
Hear me with Patience. 
Imo. Talk thy Tongue weary, ſpeak; 
I have heard I am a Strumpet, and mine Ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater Wound. 
Nor Tent, to bottom that. But ſpeak. | 
Pi/. It cannot-be, 
But that my Maſter is abus'd, ſome Villain, 
Ay, and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curſed Injury. 
Ino. Some Roman Courtezan ? 


Pi/, 
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Pi/. No, on my Life; 
I'll give him Notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody Sign of it. For 'tis commanded 
I ſhould do ſo; you ſhall be miſs'd at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 
Imo, Why, good Fellow ; 
What ſhall I do the while? Where bide ? How live ? 
Or in my Life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Huſband ? 
Pi/. If you'll back to th' Court. 
Imo. No Court, no Father; 
Pi. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. Where then? 
Imo. Hath Britain all the Sun that ſhines ? 
There's Living out of Britain. 
. Pi/.'1 am moſt glad 
You think of other Place: 'Th* Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Reman, comes to Milford-Hawen 
'To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a Mein 
Dark as your Fortune is, you ſhould tread a Courſe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, . happily, near 
The Reſidence of Pefbumus; ſo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his Action were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your Ear, 
As truly as he moves. | 
Ino. Oh for ſuch means, 6 | 
Though Peril to my Modeſty, not Death on't, 
l J would adventure. 
| Pi. Well then, there's the Point: N 
Vou muſt forget to be a Woman, change 
Command in Obedience, Fear and Niceneſs, 
Ihe Handmaids of all Women, or more truly 
N Woman its pretty ſelf, into a waggiſh Courage, 
Ready in Gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſawcy, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazel: Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheek, 
Expoſing it (but oh the harder Heart, 
Alack, no Remedy) to the greedy Touch 
Of common-kifling Titan; and forget 
Your labourſome and dainty Trims, wkerein 


You 
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You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: | 
I ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A Man already. 

Pi/. Firſt, make yourſelf but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, | 
(Tis in 1 Cloak-bag) Doublet, Hat, Hoſe, all 
That anſwer to them. Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what Imitation you can borrow 
From Youth of ſuch a Seaſon, fore Noble Lucius 
Preſent your ſelf, defire his Service, tell him 
Wherein you're happy, which will make him fo, 
(If that his Head have Ear in Muſick,) doubtleſs 
With Joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. For means abroad, 
You have me rich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor ſupply. 

Imo. Thou art all the Comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. This Attempt 
Jam Soldier to, and will abide it with 
A Prince's Courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pi/. Well, Madam, we muft take a ſhort farewel, 
Leſt being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of 
Your Carriage from the Court. My noble Miſtreſs, 
Here is a Phial Glaſs 
What's in't is precious: If you are fick at Sea, 
Or Stomach qualm'd at Land, a taſte of this 
Will drive away Diſtemper. To ſome Shade, 
And fit you to your Manhood; may the Gods 
Direct you to the beſt 

Ino. Amen, I thank thee. [ Exeunt. 
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SCOTT, SCEVNR . 
A Palace. 


Enter CL OT REV. 


— Love and hate her; for ſhe's fair and Royal, 
I love her; but 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Pofthumus, ſanders ſo her Judgment, 
J will conclude to hate her, 
. Enter Piſanio. 
Who is here? Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elſe 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Fiends. 

Pi/. Oh, good my Lord, 

Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Jupiter, 

JT will not aſk again. Cloſe Villain, 
Pl have this Secret from thy Heart, or rip 
Thy Heart to find it. Is ſhe with Pofthumus ? 

Pi. Alas, my Lord, | 
How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe miſs'd ? 

Clot. Where is ſhe, Sir? ſatisfy me home, 
What is become of her. 

Pi. Oh, my all worthy Lord! 
Clot. All-worthy Villain! 
Speak, or thy Silence on the Inſtant is 
Thy Condemnation and thy Death. 
7. Then, Sir, 
This Paper is the Hiſtory of my Knowledge 
Touching her Flight. 

Clot. Let's fee't; I will purſue her 
Even to Auguſtus's Throne. 

Pi. Or this, or periſh. [Afar 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, 
May prove his Travel, not her Danger. 

Cloc. Humh. h 
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Pi/. I'll write to my Lord ſhe is dead. Oh, Imogenz 
Safe may'ſt thou wander, ſaſe return again. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true? 

Pi. Sir, as I think. 

Clot. It is Poſthumus's Hand, I know't. Sirrah, if 
thou would'ſt not be a Villain, but to do me true 
Service; that is, what Villainy ſoc'er I bid thee do to 
2 it, directly and truly, I would think thee an 

oneſt Man; thou ſhouldſt neither want my means for 
thy Relief; nor my Voice for thy Preferment. 

Piſ. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Give me thy Hand, here's my Purſe. Haſt 
any of thy late Maſter's Garments in thy Poſſeſſion ? 

Pi/. I have, my Lord, one at my Lodging, which he 
forgot to take with him, it was a favourite of my 
TI and Miſtreſs. 

Cle. The firſt Service thou doſt me, fetch that Suit 
hither ? 

Pi/. I ſhall, my Lord. [ Exit. 

Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Hawen? even there, thou 
Villain, Pofthumus, will I kill thee. She ſaid upon a 
time, that ſhe held the very Garment of Pofthumus, 
in more reſpect, than my Noble and Natural Perſon ; 
With that Suit upon my Back will I raviſh her; and 
when my Luſt hath dined, to the Court I'Il foot her 
home again. My Revenge is now at Mzi/ford, would 
I had Wings to follow it. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. The Foreſt and Cave. 


Enter Imogen in Boys Cloaths. 


Ino. I ſee a Man's Life is a tedious one, 
I have tired myſelf; and for two Nights together 
Have made the Ground my Bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my Reſolution helps me: Mz/ford, 
When from the Mountain Top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt within a Ken. Oh, Joe, I think 
Foundations fly the wretched, ſuch 1 mean, 
Where they ſhould be — Two Beggars told * 
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I could not miſs my way. Will poor Folks lie 

That have Afflictions on them, yet no wonder, 
When rich ones ſcarce tel] true. To laſpe in Fulneſs 
Is ſorer, than to lie for Need; and Falſhood 

Is worſe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear Lord, 
Thou art one o'th* falſe ones; now I think on thee, 
My Hunger's gone, but even before, I was 

At point to ſink for Food. But what is this? [/ceing theCave. 
Here is a Path to't tis ſome Savage hold; 

I were beſt not call ; I dare not call ; yet Famine 

Ere it clean o'er-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and Peace breed Cowards, Hardneſs ever 

Of Hardineſs is Mother, Ho! who's here? 

If any thing that's civil, ſpeak ; 

No Anſwer? then I'll enter, 

Beſt draw my Sword; and if mine Enemy 

But fear my Sword like me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. 


Such a Foe, good Heav'ns. [ She goes into the Cave. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Biel. You Paladour have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are maſter of the Feaſt ; Cadwall and I 
Will play the Cook, and Servant; come, our Stomachs 
Will make what's homely, ſavourly; Wearineſs 
Can ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth 
Finds the Down Pillow hard. Now Peace be here, 

Poor Houſe, that keeps thyſelf. 
Sud. There is cold Meati”th? Cave, we'll brouze on that 
Whilſt what we have kill'd be cook'd. 
Bel. Stay, come not in * in. 
But that it eats our Victuals, I ſhould thin 
He were a Fairy. 
Guid. What's the matter, Sir? 
Bel. By Jupiter an Angel! or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Diveneneſs 
No elder than a Boy. 
| Enter Imogen from the Cave. 
mo. Good Maſter harm me not; 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd and thought 


To have begg'd, or bought, what Ihave took: good troth, 
| | | I have 
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T have ſtol'n nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold-ftrew'd 'th* Floor. Here's Money for my Meat, 
I would have leſt it on the Board fo ſoon 
As I had made my Meal. And parted thence 
With Prayers for the Provider, 
Guid, Money, Youth ? 
Arv. Al Gold and Silver rather turn to Dirt, 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſnip dirty Gods. 
Ino. I ſee you're angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my Fault, I ſhould 
Have dy'd, had 1 not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound? 
Ino. To Milferd-Heawen. 
Bel. What's your Name? 
Juno. Fidele, Kr I have a Kinſman, who 
Is bound for Tay! He embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with Hunger, 
I am ſal'n in this Offence. 
Bel. Pr'ythee, fair Youth, 
Think us no Churls; nor meaſure our good Minds 
By this rude Place we live in. Well-encounter'd, 
'Tis almoſt Night, you ſhall have better Chear 
Ere you depart, and Thanks to ſtay and eat it. 
Boys, bid him welcome. 
Arv. I'll love him as my Brother: 
And ſuch a Welcome as I'd give to him, 
After long Abſence, ſuch is yours. 
Guid, Moſt welcome: 
Be ſprightly, for you fall *'mongft Friends. 
Ino. Mongſt Friends, F [ Hide. 
If Brothers : Would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my Father's Sons, then had my Prize 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal to thee my Pothumus. 
Bel. He wrings at ſome Diſtreſs. | 
Guid. Would I could free it. 
Arv. Or I, what e'er it be, 
What Pain it coſt, what Danger. 
Bel. Hark, Boys. [ Whiſpering. 
Imo. Great Men. 
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That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 
That did attend pea uf and had the Virtue 
Which their own Conſcience ſeal'd them; laying by 
That Nothing-gift of different Multitudes 
Could not out- piece theſe twain. Pardon me, Gods, 
Pd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Pothumus is falſe. . | 

Bel. It ſhall be ſo: 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our Hunt. Fair Youth, come in; 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting ; when we have ſupp'd 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak it, 

Gaid, Pray draw near. 

Arv. The Night to th' Owl, 
And Morn to th” Lark leſs welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. 

Arv. I pray draw near, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Foreſt. 


Enter Cloten alone. 


Clot. I am near to th' Place where they ſhould meet, 
if Piſanio have mapp'd it truly, How fit his Garments 
ſerve me! Pefthumus, thy Head, which is now growing 
upon thy Shoulders, ſhall within this Hour be off, thy 
Miſtreſs enforc'd, thy Garments cut to Pieces beſore her 
Face, and all this done, ſpurn her home to her Father, 
who may, happily, be a little angry for my ſo rough 
uſage; but my Mother having Power of his Teſtineſs, 
ſhall turn all into my Commendations. My Horſe is 
ty'd up ſafe, out Sword, and to a fore Purpoſe ; Fortune 
put them into my Hand ; this 1s the very Deſcription of 
their Meeting place, and the Fellow dares not deceive 
me. [ Exit. 


S C EN E IV. The Cave. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen. 


Bel. You are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting. 
Arv. Brother, ſtay here: P 
re 
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Are we not Brothers ? 
Imo. So Man and Man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in Dignity, 
Whoſe Duſt is both alike. I am very ſick. 
Guid. Go you to Hunting, VII abide with him. 
Ino. So ſick I am not, yet I am not well. 
So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courſe ; the breach of Cuſtom, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no Comfort 
To one not ſociable: I am not very ſick, 
Since I can reaſon of it, Pray you truſt me here! 
Aru. Brother, farewel. 
Imo. I wiſh you ſport. 
Aru. You health So pleaſe you, Sir. 
Ino. Theſe are kind Creatures Gods, what Lies have 
I heard ! 
Our Courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at Court: 


I am fick ſtill, heart-fick—— P:/anie, 


Pl now taſte of thy Drug. [Drinks out of the Phial. 
Guid, I could not ſtir him; 

He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 

Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 

Aru. Thus did he anſwer me; yet ſaid, hereafter 

I might know more. 

Bel. To th' Field, to th' Field: 

We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reſt. | 
Aru. We'll not be long away. | 
Bel. Pray be not ſick, 

For you muſt be our Houſewife. 

Imo. Well or ill, 

Jam bound to you. Exit. 
Bel. This Youth, howe'er diſtreſs'd, appears t' have had 

Good Anceſtors. ; 

Arv. How Angel-like he ſings ? 
Nobly he yokes a Smiling with a Sigh. 
Guid. Yet I do note, 
That Grief and Patience rooted in him both, 
Mingle their Spurs together. I's 
24 Arv. 
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Arv. Grow Patience, 
And let the ſtinking Elder, Grief, untwine 
His periſhing Root, from the encreaſing Vine. 
Bel. It is great Morning. Come away: who's there ? 
Enter Cloten. 
Clot. I cannot find thoſe Runagates, that Villain 
Hath mock'd me. [Exit. 
Bel. Thoſe Runagates ! 
Means he not us? I partly know him; *tis 
C/zten, the Son o'th* Queen; I fear ſome ambuſh. 
Guid. He is but one? you, and my Brother ſearch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. ¶ Exeat Bellarius and Arviragus. 
Re-enter Cloten, 
Clet. Soft, what are you 
That fly me thus? Some Villain-Mountaineers—— 
I've heard of ſuch. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villain ; yield thee, Thief, 
Guid, To whom? to thee ? what art thou? Have not I 
An Arm as big as thine ? a Heart as big ? 
Thy Words I grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My Dagger in my Mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why I ſhould yield to thee ? 
Clot. Thou Villain baſe 
Know'ſt me not by my Clothes? 
Guid. No, nor thy Tailor, who made thoſe Clothes, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. 
Clot. Thou injurious Thief, 
Hear but my Name, and tremble. 
Guid. What's thy Name ? 
Clot. Cloten, thou Villain. 
Guid. Cloten, then double Villain, be 5 Name. 


I cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, Adder, Spider, 
Twould move me ſooner. 

Clot. To thy further Fear, 
Nay, to thy mere Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Son to th' Queen, 

Guid. I am ſorry for't ; not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth, 
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Chet. Art not afraid ? 1 
Guid. Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe I fear, the Wile ; 
- At Fools I laugh, not fear them 56 

Clot. Die the Death: 

When I have ſlain thee with my proper Hand, 
PII follow thoſe that even now fled hence, 

And on the Gates of Lud's Town ſet your Heads; 
Yield ruſtick Mountaineer. [ Fight, and Exeunt. 
Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. 

Bel. No Company's abroad. a 

Arv. None in the World; you did miſtake him ſure. 

Bel. No, Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe Lines of 

. Favour 
Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his Voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his: I am abſolute 
"I'was very Cloten. | 
Ar v. In this Place we left them. But ſee thy Brother. 
Enter Guiderius. 

Guid. This Cloten was a Fool. Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none. 

Bel. What haſt thou done ? 

Guidl. Cut off one Cleteu's Head, 

Son to the Queen, after his own report. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gauid, Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſe, 

But that he ſwore to take, our Lives ? the Law 
Prote&s not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of Fleſh threat us? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himſelf ? | 
For we do fear no Law. What Company 2 
Diſcover you abroad ? 

Bel. No fingle Soul 
Can we ſet Eye on; but in all ſafe Reaſon 
He mutt have ſome Attendants, 

It 15 not probable he'd come alone. 

Arv. Let Ord'nance 
Come, as the Gods foreſay it, howſoe'e 
My r. hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind | 


To hunt this Day: The Boy Fidel''s Sickneſs 


Did make my way long forth. 4 
83 Cad. 
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Gaid. With his own Sword, 
Which he did wave againſt my Throat, I have ta'en 
His Head from him: Pll throw't into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fiſhes, he's the Queen's Son, Cloten, 
That's all I care. bf [ Exit. 
Bel. ] fear it will be reveng'd : 
Would, Paladour, thou hadſt not done't : though Valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. Would I had done't. 

Bel. Well, *tis done: 
We'll hunt no more To-day, nor ſeek for Danger 
Where there's no Profit. I pr'ythee to our Rock 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: I'll tay 
Till haſty Paladour return, and bring him 
To Dinner preſently. 

- Arw. Poor ſick Fidele 

Pl willingly to him ; to gain his Colour 
I'd let a River of ſuch Clotens Blood, 
And praiſe myſelf for Charity. Exit. 

Bel. O thou Goddeſs, | 
Thou divine Nature! how thyſelf thou blazon'f 
In theſe two princely Boys : they are as gentle 
As Zephyrs blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his ſweet Head ; and yet, as rough, 
(Their Royal Blood enchaf'd,) as the rud'ſt Wind, 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 
And make him ſtoop to th? Vale. Tis wonderful 
That an inviſible Inſtinct ſhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour untaught, 
Civility not ſeen from other ; Valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been ſow'd: yet ſtill *tis ſtrange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends 
Or what his Death will bring us. 

Enter Guiderius. 

Guid. Where's my Brother? 
I have ſent CVeter's Clot-pole down the Stream, 

In Embaſſie to his Mother; his Body's Hofage 
For his Return. [ Sclemn _ 
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Bel, My ingenious Inſtrument, | 
Hark 2 it ſounds: But what occaſion 
Hath Cadæuall now to give it motion ? Hark. 

Guid. Is he at Home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Guild. What does he mean? 

Since death of my dear Mother 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer ſolemn Accidents. 

Emer Arviragus. 

Bel. Look, here he comes ; 

And brings the dire occaſion in his Looks, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Ary. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have ſkipt from ſixteen Years of Age, to ſixty; 

Than have ſeen this. 

Gard, Oh fweeteſt, faireſt Lilly 
And art thou gone, my poor Fidele. 

Bel. What is he dead, how found you him? 

Arv. Stark —ſmiling as ſome Fly had tickled Slumber, 
Not as Death's Dart being laugh'd at: his right cheek 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion. 

Guid. Where ? 

Arv. O' ch' Floor: 

His Arms thus leagu'd, I thought he flept, and put 
My clouted Brogues ſrom off my Feet, whoſe Rudeneſs 
Anſwer'd my Steps too loud. 

Guid. If he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed; 
With Female Fairies will his Tomb be haunted, 

And Worms will not come near him. 

Arv. With faireſt Flow'rs, | 
Whilſt Summer laſts, and J live here, Fidele, 

Fl ſweeten thy ſad Grave: 

Bel. Great Gr.efs I ſee med*cine the leſs. For Cen, 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's Son, Boys, 

And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He paid for that: Our Foe was princely. 
And though you took his Life, as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince, Go bring your Lilly. 
[ Exeu:s Grid. and _ 
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Oh! Melancholy! 


Who ever yet could ſound thy Bottom, find 

The Ooze, to ſhew what coaſt thy ſluggiſh Carrack 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in? Thou blefled thin 

eve knows what Man thou might'ſt have made, but Oh! 
Thou dy'dſt, a moſt rare Boy of Melancholy. 


Enter Guiderius and Arviragus, with the Body. 


Come let us lay the Bodies each by each, 
And ftrew *em o'er with Flow'rs, and on the Morrow 
Shall the Earth receive 'em. = 
Arv. Sweet Fidele! 
Fear no more th' Heat o'th' Sun, 
Nor the furious Winters blaſt; 
Thou thy worldly Taſk haſt done, 
And the Dream of Life is paſt, 
Guild. Monarchs, Sages, Peaſants muſt 
Follow thee, and come to Duſt. [ Exeunt with the Buy, 


SCENE fw. Th Place. 


Emer Cymbeline, Lords and Piſanio. 


Cym. Again; and bring me word how tis with her; 
A Fever with the Abſence of her Son; | 
Madneſs, of which her life's in danger; heav'ns! 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 
The great Part of my Comfort, gone! My Queen 
Upon a deſperate Bed, and in a Time | 
When fearful Wars point at me! Her Son gone, 
So needſul for this preſent! It ſtrikes me, paſt 
The Hope of Comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs muſt know of her Departure, and 
Doſt ſeem fo ignorant, we'll inforce it from thee 
By a ſharp Torture. 
Pi. Sir, my Life is yonrs, ſet it at your Will: 

2 Lord. Good my Liege, 
. The Day that ſhe was miſſiug, he was here; 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
AN Parts of his Subjection low ally. For Lord Cleten, 
There wants no diligence in ſceking him, 
He will no doubt be ſound. 
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Cym. The time is troubleſome ; 
We'll flip you for a Seaſon, but our Jealouſy 
Do's yet depend. 
2 Lord. So pleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your Coaſt. 
Cym. Now for the Counſel of my Son and Queen : 
I am amaz'd with matter, let's withdraw 
And meet the Time, as it ſeeks us: we fear not 
What can from /taly annoy us, but 
We grieve at Chances here—away,— [ Exeunt, 
Pi/. I've had no Letter from my Maſter fince 
I wrote him Imogtn-was ſlain, *tis ftrange ! 
Nor hear I from my Miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often Tidings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The Heavn's ſtill muſt work; 
Wherein I'm falſe 'm honeft, not true, to be true, 
Theſe preſent Wars ſhall find I love my Country, 
Ev'n to the Note of th' King, or I'll fail in them: 
All other doubts by time, let *em be clear'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, that are not fteer'd. [ Exit. 


SCENE v. A Pref. 


Imogen and Cloten, en a Bank firew'd with F leavers. 


Imogen awakes. 

Yes, Sir, to Milford- Haven, which is the way? 
T thank you—by yond Buſh—pray how far thither ?— 
*Ods pittikins can it be ſix Mile yet ? 
have gone all Night—*faith, Pl! lye down and ſleep. 
But ſoft ! no Bedfcllow ! Oh Gods, and Goddeſſes! 

| [ Sceing the Beay. 

The Flow'rs are like the Pleaſures of the World; 
"This bloody Man the Care on't. I hope I dream; 
For fure I thought I was a Cave-keeper, 
And Cook to honeſt Creatures. | 
T tremble ſtill with fear; but if there be 
Yet left in Heav'n as ſmall a drop of Pity 


As 
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As a Wren's Eye: oh, Gods! a part of it! 

The Dream's here ſtill; even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headleſs Man! — The Garments of my Poſthumus * 
I know them well, this is his Hand 
Murdered Piſanio ! 
Twas thou conſpiring, with that Devil Cloten, 
Haſt here cut off my Lord. P:/anio / 
How ſhould this be, Pi/anio /——Tis he! 7 
The Drug he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 1 
And Cordial to me, have I not found it 

Murd'rous to th* Senſes ? that confirms it home: 

This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's Deed, 

Oh, my Lord! my Lord! [Lies down upon the Body. 


Enter Lucius, and Captains. 


Luc. But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The Senate hath ſtirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Itahy, moſt willing Spirits, 
That promiſe Noble Service: and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold Iachimo, 
Senna's Brother. 

Luc. When expect you them? 

Cap. With the next Benefit o' th' Wind. 

Luc. This Forwardneſs 
Makes our Hopes fair, Soft ho, what Trunk is here? 
Without his Top ? the Ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime 
It was a worthy Building. How! a Page! 
Or dead or fleeping on him? but dead rather: 
For Nature = abhor to make his Bed 
With the Defunct, or ſleep upon the dead. 
Let's ſee the Boy's Face. 

Cap. He's alive, my Lord. | 

Luc. He'll then inſtruct us of his Body. Young one, 
Inform us of thy Fortunes, for it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow? What art thou? 

Imo. I am nothing; or if not, 
Nothing to be, were better: This was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Briten, and a good,. 
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That here by Mountaineers lies ſlain: Alas! 
There are no more ſuch Mafters : 

Luc. Lack, good Youth! | 
Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
Thy Maſter in bleeding: Say thy Name, good Friend. 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. 

Luc. Thy Name well fits thy Faith; 
Will't take thy Chance with me? I will not ſay, 
Thou ſhalt be fo well maſter'd, but be ſure 
No leſs belov'd. Go with me. 

Ino. I'II follow Sir; But firſt an't pleaſe the Gods 
Fl! hide my Maſter from the Fowls as deep 
As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig; and when 
With wild Wood-leaves, and Weeds, I ha' ſtrew'd his 

Grave, 
And on it faid a Century of Prayers, 
(Such as I can) twice o'er, Pl} weep, and ſigh, 
And leaving ſo his Service, follow you, 
So pleafe you entertain me, 
uc. Ay, good Youth, 

And rather Father thee, than Maſter thee; my Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly Duties; let us 
Find out the prettieſt Daizied-plot we can, 
And make him, with our Pikes and Partizans, 
A Grave, come, take him up; Boy he is preferr'd 
By thee to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 
As Soldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, | 
Some falls, are means the happier to ariſe, 


Bring him a long. [ Exeunt. 
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a7, $OENSE: I. 
A Foreſt, a March at a Diſtance. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius and Arviragus. 


Arv. HE noiſe 1s round about us. 
| Bel. Let us from it. 

We'll higher to the Mountains, there ſecure us. 
To the King's Party there's no going; newneſs 
Of Cloten's Death, we being not known, nor muſter'd 
Among the Bands, may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd : And ſo extort from's that 
Which we have done, whoſe Anſwer would be Death 
Drawn on with Torture. 

Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
(In ſuch a Time) nothing becoming you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman Horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires, have both their Eyes 
And Ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our Note, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the Army; and befides the King 
Hath not deſerv'd my Service, nor your Loves. 
_ 1 Gard. Pray, Sir, to the Army; 

I, and my Brother are not known; yourſelf 

So out of Thought, and thereto ſo o'er grown, 
Cannot be queſlion'd. 

Arv. By this Sun that ſhines 
Pl thither ; what thing is it, that I never 
Did ſec Man die, ſcarce ever look'd on Blood, 
But that of coward Hares, hot Goats and Veniſon ? 


I am aſhamed to look upon the holy Sun, to have 
| The 
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The Benefit of his bleſt Beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 
Guid. By Heav*ns III go; 
If you will bleſs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
Pl take the better care; but if you will not, 
he hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The Hands of Romans. 
Arv. So ſay I. 
Bel. No Reaſon I, ſince of your Lives you ſet 
So ſlight a Valuation, ſhould reſerve 
My crack*d one to more care. Have with you, Boys. 
{ft in your Country Wars you chance to die, 


That is my Bed too, Lads, and there IIe. [Zæt. 
SC ENI I. 


Field between the Britiſh and Roman Camps, 


Enter Poſthumus with a bloody Handkerchief. 
Pot, Y E A bloody Cloth, Ill keep thee ; for I wiſht 


Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You mar- 
ried ones 
If each of you would take this Courſe, how many 
Muſt murder Wives much better than yourſelves, 
For wrying but a little? Oh Pi/amo; 
Every good*Servant does not all Commands 
No Bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods! if you 
Should have ta'en Vengeance on my Faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on this; ſo had you ſaved 
The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrook 
Me, Wretch, more worth your Vengeance. But alack 
You ſnatch ſome hence for little Faults ; (that's love) 
To have them fall no more ; you ſome permit 
To ſecond IIs with IIls, each worſe than other, 
And make them dreaded to the Doers thrift; 
But Imegen is your own, do your beſt Wills, 
And make me bleſt to obey. I am brought hither 
Amongf the [talian Gentry, and to fight 
Againſt 


— 
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Apainſt my Lady's Kingdom; 'tis enough 

That Britain, T have kill'd thy Miſtreſs : Peace, 
Pl give no Wound to thee ; therefore good Heav'ns, 
Hear patiently my Purpoſe, I'll diſrobe me 

Of theſe Ttalian Weeds, and ſuit myſelf 

As does a Britain Peaſant ; ſo I'll fight 

Againſt the Part I come with: ſo I'll die 

For thee, O Imogen, for whom my Life 

Is every Breath, a Death; and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the Face of Peril, 

Myſelf I'll dedicate. Let me make Men know 
More Valour in me, than my Habit's Show; 

Gods, put the ſtrength o'th* Leonarti in me; 

To ſtame the Guiſe o'th' World, I will begin, 

The Fafhion leſs without, and more within, [Extt, 


SCENE III. 4 Field ff Baile. 


A Grand Fight between the Romans and Britons, the 
Romans are drove off. 


Enter Poſthumus and Iachimo Fighting. Iachimo 
dreps his Sword. 


Pot. Or yield thee, Roman, or thou dy'ſt. 
Jach. Peaſant, behold my Breaſt. 
Pc/?. No, take thy Life and mend it. [Exit Poſt, 
lach. The Heavineſs and Sin within my Boſom x 
Takes off my Manhood, I've bely'd a Lady, 
The Princeſs of this Country, and the Air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this carle, 
A very Drudge of Nature, have ſubdu'd me, 
In my Profefion ; Knighthoods and Honours borne 
As I wear mine, are Titles but of Scorn; 
With Heav'n againſt me, what is Sword or Shield, 
My Guilt, my Guilt, o'er powers me, and I yield. 
| IExit. 
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$SCENTSE IV. £# od. 


Enter Piſanio and 1/4 Lord. 


1 Lord. This is a Day turn'd ſtrangely. 
Came'ſt thou from where they made the Stand ? 

Pi}. I did. 

Though you it ſeems came from the Pliers. 

1 Les d. I did. 

Pi/. No blame to you, Sir, for all was loſt, 
But that the Heav*ns ſought : the King himſelf 
Of his Wings deftitute, the Army broken, 

And but the Backs of Britains ſeen ; all flying 
Through a ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with flaught'ring, ſtruck down 
Some mortally, ſome ſightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Merely through Fear, that the ſtraight Paſs was damm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame, 

1 Lord. Where was this Lane? 

Pi/. Cloſe by the Battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with Turf, 
Which gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, 

(An honeſt one I warrant.) Athwart the Lane, 

He, with two ſtripling Lads, more like to run 

The Country baſe, than to commit ſuch Slaughter, 
Made good the Paſſage, cry'd to the Fliers, ſtand, 
Or we are Romanus, and will give you that 

Like Beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 
But to look back in Frown : Stand, ſtand, 

Lord. Were there but three? 

Pi/. There was a fourth Man, in a poor ruſtic Habit, 
That ſtood the Front with them. Theſe matchleſs four, 
Accommodated by the Place, gilded pale Looks, 

Part Shame, part Spirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd 
Cowards, 

But by Example, *gan to look 

The way that they did, and to grin like Lions 

Upon the Pikes o'th' Hunter. Then began 

A Stop i'th' Chaſer, a Retire ; anon 

A Rout, Confuſion thick, and the Event 


A Vic- 
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A Victory for us. 
1 Lord. This was ſtrange Chance, 
An old Man, two Boys, and a poor Ruſtic, 
P:i/. Nay, do not wonder but go with me, and 
See theſe Wonders, and join the general Joy. 
| | [ Excunt, 


SCENE v. 4 Id. 


Enter Poſthumus. 


Paß. To-day, how many would have given their 
Honours 

Ta've ſav'd their Carkaſſes ? took Heel to do't, 
And yet died too. I, in mine own Woe charm'd, 
Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan, 
Nor feel him where he ſtrook, This ugly Monſter, 
"Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, 
Sweet Words; or hath more Miniſters than we 
That draw his Knives i'th' War, Well, I will find him; 
No more a Britain, I have reſum'd again, 
The Part I came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall 
Once touch my Shoulder. Great the Slaughter is 
On either Side. For me, my Ranſom's Death, 
I come to ſpend my Breath; 
Which neither here Þll keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen. Exit. 


SCENE VI. Cymbeline's Tent. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 
| Piſanio, and Lords. 


Om. Stand by my Side, you, whom the Gods have made 
Preſervers of my Throne: Woe is my Heart, 

That the poor Soldier that ſo richly tought, 
(Whoſe Rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whoſe naked Breaſt 


Step'd before Shields of Proof,) cannot be found : 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 


Bet. 
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Bel. I never ſaw 
Such noble Fury in ſo poor a Thing. 

Cm. No Tidings of him? 

Pi/. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead, and living, 
But no trace of him? 

Im. To my Grief, I am 
The Heir of his Reward, which I will add 
To you, the Liver, Heart, and Brain of Britain. 

7% Bell. Guid. and Arvirag. 

By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. *Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are, Report it. 

Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, 
Unleſs I add, we are honeſt. 

Cym. Bow your Knees, 
Ariſe my Knights o'th' Battle, I create you 
Companions to our Perſon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your Eſtates. 


Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 


T here's Buſineſs in theſe Faces: why ſo ſadly 
Greet you our Viftory ? you look like Romans, 
And not oh Court of Britain. 
Cor. Hail, great King ; 
To four your Happineſs, I muſt report 
T, he Queen is dead. 
© Cym. Dead, /ay'/t thou ! How ended ſbe ? 
Cor. With Horror, madly dying, like her/elf, 
IV ho, being cruel to the World, concluded 
Moft cruel to herſelf. What ſhe confe/t, 
1 will report ſo pleaſe you. T heje her Women 
Can trip me, if I err; who with wet Cheeks 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 
Cym. Pr'ythee Jay. | 
Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe never lewd you ; only 
Afeted Greatneſs got by you. | 
Married your Royalty, was Wife to your Place, 
Abhborr'd your Peron. 


Cym, 


70 CYMBELINE, 


Cym. She alone knew this : 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed, 
Cor. Your Daughter, whom ſhe bore in Hand to love 
With ſach Integrity, ſhe did confeſs, 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whaſe Lift, 
But that her Flight prevented it, fhe had 
Ta'en off by Poiſon. n 
Cym. O moſt delicate Fiend ! 
Who ist can read a Woman ? is there more? 
Cor. More, Sir, and worſe. She did confeſs ſhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being took, 
Should by the minute feed on Life, and lingring, 
By inches waſte you. In which time, ſhe purpos d 
By watching, weeping, tendance, to oercome 
You with her ſhew: yes, and in time, to awork, 
Her Son into th* Adoption of the Crown : 
But failing of her End by bis ftrange Abſence, 
Grew ſhameleſs, deſperate, open'd, in deſpight 
Of Heav'n, and Men, her Purpoſes : repented 
T he Iils ſhe hatch'd, were not effetted : ſo 


Deſpairing, dy'd. 


Cym. Heard you all this, her Nomen? 
Lady. We did, Jo pleaſe your Highneſs, 
Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful: 
Mine Ears that heard her Flattery, nor my Heart, 
That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been wicious \ 
To have miſtrufted her : yet, O my Daughter ! 
T hat it was felly in me, thou may'f? ſay, | 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaw'n mend all. 


Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman Priſoners, Leo- 
natus behind, and Imogen. 


Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for Tribute, that 
The Britains have ras'd out, though with the loſs 
Of many a bold one; whoſe Kinſmen have made ſuit 
That their good Souls may be appeas'd, with ſlaughter 
Of you their Captives, which ourſelf have granted, 


80 


J- 


or 


CyYMBELINE. 71 


So think of your Eſtate. 

Luc. Conſider, Sir, the chance of War; the Day 
Was yours by Accident : had it gone with us, x 
We ſhould not when the Blood was cool, have threatned 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But fince the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our Lives 
May be call'd Ranſome, let it come : ſufficeth, 

A Roman, with a Roman's Heart can ſuffer : 
Auguſtus lives to think on't; and ſo much 
For my peculiar Care. 'This one thing only 
I will intreat, my Boy, a Britain born, 
Let him be ranſom'd : never Maſter had 
A Page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his Occaſions, *' 
He hath done no Briton harm 
Though he hath ſerv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And ſpare no Blood beſide. 
Cym. I've ſurely ſeen him; 
His Favour is familiar to me: Boy, 
Thou haſt look'd thyſelf into my grace, 
I know not why, nor wherefore, 
To ſay, live Boy: ne'er thank thy Maſter, live 
And aſk of Cymbeline what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my Bounty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it: 
Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend? 
Imo. He 1s a Reman, no more Kin to me, 


Than I to your Highneſs, who being born your Vaſſal 


Am ſomething nearer. 
Cym. Wherefore eye'ſt him ſo ? 
Ino. I tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleaſe 

To give me hearing. x 
Im. Ay, with all my Heart, 

And lend my beſt Attention, What's thy Name ? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. | 
m. Thau'rt my good Youth, my Page, 

Pl be thy Maſter : walk with me, ſpeak freely. [Go afide. 
Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death ? 


Ax. Cne Sand another 


Not 
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Not more reſembles than he th' ſweet roſy Lad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele what think you? 
Guid. The fame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace, ſee further; 
Pi/. It is my Miſtreſs: [Aide 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, 
To good or bad. 
Oy. Come, ſtand thou by our fide. 
Make thy Demand aloud. Sir, itep you forth, [Zo Iach. 
Give aniwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our Greatneſs, and the grace of it 
Which is our Honour, bitter Torture ſhall 
Winnow the Truth from Falſhood. On, ſpeak to him, 
Ino. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Pe. What's that to him? [Alide wonaring, 
In. That Diamond upon your Finger, ſay, 
How came it yours ? 
lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken that 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee. 
Om. How !| me? 
Iach. I am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter what 
Torments me to conceal. By Villany 
I got this Ring; 'twas Leonatus' Jewel, [ thee 
Whom thou did'ſt baniſh : and (which more may grieve 
As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er liv'd | 
Twixt Sky and Ground. Wilt thou hear more, my Lord? 
Cym, All that belongs to this. - 
Jach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, 
For whom my Heart drops Blood, and my falſe Spirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave I faint [ $2997. 
Cym. My Daughter, what of her? Renew thy Strength, 
; I had rather thou ſhould'ſt live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive Man, and ſpeak. 
Iach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the Clock 
That truck the Hour) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
| The Manſion where,) *twas at a Feaſt, oh would 
[ Our Viands had been poiſon'd ! or at leaft N 
| Thoſe which I heav'd to head: the worthy Poſthumus— 
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Cym. and on fire. Come to the matter, 
lach. Your Daughter's Chaſtity ; there it begins: 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot Dreams, | 


And ſhe alone were cold; whereat, I — ; 
him 


Made ſcruple of his Praiſe, and wag'd wit 

Pieces of Gold, 'gainſt this which then he wore 

Upon his Honour'd 1 to attain 

In ſu:t the place of 's Bed, and win this Ring, 

By 5 . mine Adultery; away to Britain 

P. I in this Deſign: well may you, Sir, 

Remember me at Court, where I was taught, 

By your chaſte Daughter, the wide differenge 

Twixt Amorous, and Villainous. 

Yet to be brief, my practice ſo prevail'd, 

That I return'd with fimilar Proof, enough 

To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her Renown, 

With Tokens thus, and thus; that he could not 

But think her Bond of Chaſtity quite crack'd, 

J having ta'en the forfeit; whereupon, 

5 I ſee him now * 
Pot. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, [ Coming forward, 

Italian Fiend ! Ay me, moſt credulous Fool, | 

Egregious Murderer. Thief, any _ 

That's due to all the Villains paſt, in being, 

To come——Oh give me Cord, Knife or Poiſon, 


Some upright juſticer. Thou King, ſend out 


For Torturers ingenious ; it is 1 11 21 
That all th? abhorred things o'th Earth amend, 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, I lye, 
That caus'd a leſſer Villain than myſelf, 

A ſacrilegious Thief to do't. The Temple 

Of Virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe herſelf—— 
Spit, and throw Stones, caſt Mire upon me, ſet 
The Dogs o'th' Street to bait me: every Villain 
Be call'd Peſthumus Leonatus, and 


Be Villainy leſs than _—_— Oh Imogen“ | 
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My Queen, my Life, my Wife! oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen“ 
Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear 
Pot. Away—Thou ſcornful Page, there is no peace 
for me. [ Striking her, ſhe fall. 
Pi/. Oh Gentlemen, help, 
Mine and your Miftreſs——Oh, my Lord Pofthumus ! 
You ne'er kill'd Inogen till now—help, help, 
Mine honour'd Lady 
Cym. Does the World go round ? 
Poft. How come theſe Staggers on me? 
Pi/. Wake, my Miſtreſs. | 
Cym. If this be ſo, the Gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. | 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady from you! 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and now _ 
Throw me again. 
_ Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till the Tree die. 
Cym. My Child? my Child! 
My deareſt Imogen. 
Imo. Your Bleſſing, Sir. [ Kneeling, 
Bel. Tho' you did love this Youth, I blame you not, 
You had a Motive for't. 
Cym. My Tears that fall 
Prove Holy-water on thee; Huagen, 
Thy Mother's dead. 
Imo. I'm ſorry for't, my Lord. 
Om. Oh, ſhe was naught; and long of her it was 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely; but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 
Guid. Let me end the Story ; Twas I that ſle/ him. 
Cym. The Gods forefend. 
I would not thy good Deeds ſhould from my Lips 
Pluck a hard ſentence: Pr'ythee valiant Youth 
Deny't again. | 
Guid. I have ſpoke it, and I did it. 
Om. He was a Prince. 


Guid. 
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A moſt uncivil one. The Wrongs he did me 
nothing Priace-hke; for he did provoke me 
h Language that would make me ſpurn the Sea, 
it could ſo roar to me. I cut off's Head, 
And am right glad he is not landing here 
To teil this Tale of mine. 
Cym. Bind the Offender, 
And take him from our Preſence. 
Bel. Stay, Sir King, 
This Man is better than the Man he ſlew, 
As well deſcended as thyſelf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever Scar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for Bondage. 

Om. Why, old Soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid ſor, 
By taſting of our Wrath ? how of Deſcent. 
As good as we ? 

Bel. I am too blunt, and ſaucy ; here's my Knee: 
Mighty Sir, 15 
Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And think they are my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the Iſſue of your Loins, my Liege, 

And Blood of your begetting. 

C;m, How ? my Iſſue? b. ; 

Bel. So ſure as you, your Father's :.;I, old Morgan, 
Am that Bellarius, whom you ſometime.baniſh'd ; 


Your Pleaſure was at once my Offence, my Puniſhment 


It ſelf, and all my Treaſon. Theſe gentle Princes, 
For ſuch, and ſo they are, theſe twenty Years 
Have I train'd up; thofe Arts they have, that I 
Could put into them. But, gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again: and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſt Companions in the World. 
The Benediction of theſe covering Heav'ns, | 
Fall on their Heads like Dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heav*ns with Stars, 

Cym. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt: 
The Service that you three have done, is more 


D 2 Unlike, 


-6 CYMBELIN x. 


Unlike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my Children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh | 
A pair of worthier Sons. 
Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his Neck a Mole, a ſanguine Star. 
It was a Mark of Wonder. 
Bel. This 1s he! 
Who hath upon him ſtill that natural Stamp; 
It was wiſe Nature's End, in the Donation, 
To be his Evidence now. 
Om. Oh, what am [ 
A Mother to the Birth of three? Ne'er Mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more; bleſt may you be, 
That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Orbs, 
You may reign in them now: Oh Imogen, 
Thou haft loſt by this a Kingdom, 
Ino. No, my Lord: 
F have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met? Oh never ſay hereafter 
But I am trueſt Speaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Siſter : I you Brother, ; 
When ye were ſo indeed. 
Cym. Did you e'er meet? 
Arv. Ay, my good Lord. : 
Gui. And at firſt meeting lov'd. 
Cym. All o'erqoy'd 
Save theſe in Bonds, let them be joyful too, 
For they ſhall taſte our Comfort. 
Imo. My good Maſter, I will yet do you ſervice. 
Luc. Happy be you. 
Om. The forlorn Soldier that ſo nobly fought, 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
. The Thankings of a King. 
* Poſt. I am, Sir, | | 
The Soldier that did company theſe three 
In poor beſeeming: *Twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe I then follow'd. That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo, I had you down, and might 
Have made your finiſh, 


Tach, 
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lach. I am down again : . [ Kneeh. 
But now my heavy Conſcience finks my Knee, 
As then your Force did. But your Ring firſt, 
And here the Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſs 
'That ever ſwore her Faith : now take that Life 
Beſeech you, which I ſo often owe. 

Poſt. Kneel not to me: | 
The Power that I have on you, is to ſpare yon: 
The Malice towards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. | 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
We'll learn our Freeneſs of a Son-in-Law: 
Pardon's the Word to all. Laud we the Gods : 
And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noſtrils 
From our bleſt Altars. Pabliſh we this Peace 
To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let 
A Roman, and a Britiſh Enfign wave 
Friendly together; ſo through Lud's Town march, 
And in the Temple of great Tupiter 
Our Peace we'll ratify. Seal it with Feaſts, 
Set on there: Never was a War did ceaſe 
Ere bloody Hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a Peace. 

: | [Exeunt nes. 
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